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PREFACE. 
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The following Imitations of the Odes of 

Horace were originally written without any 

regard to regularity of succession. Many of 

^ them made their first appearance in a month* 

"^ ly publicatioD, and the Odes best calculated 

c, to illustrate the topic of the day were, from 

time to time, pressed into the 'service* They 

7 are now classed and drilled afresh: new 

-^ troops, drafted from the Roman battalion^ 

have raised them to their proper complement^ 

and Horace in London is in readiness to 

take the field. 

The reader will not fail to discover ono 

inconvenience to which the desultory mode 

' of warfare adopted by these Iambic maraud* 

ers, on their first enrollment, subjects then 
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when serving in their present disciplined a^- 
ray. Events arc recorded without any regard 
to chronological saccession. Thus the se- 
cond O. P. 'War is deprecated in the ode 
*' O navis referenf* before the commemoration 
of the first, in tlie ode, " Motum ex Metello 
consult civicum" with a few other anachro- 
nisms of equal moment. But inasmuch as 
light poetry and grave history do not often 
boast the same readers^ and as the authors did 
not undertake to present to the public a poet* 
ical Annual Register, it is to be hoped the ob- 
jection will tiot be held fatal. In their present 
inroad on Parnassus, it will be found that the 
authors have prudently abstained from its more 
elevated regions ; they entertain the same 
opinion of the Roman Bard, in his higher 
flights, that he entertained of the Tlieban, 
and if the merit of familiar gaiety be awarded 
to them, they will have won all that they as- 
pired to gain. 

Had the Authors of Rejected Addresses 
listened to the voice of Prudence, they would 
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have sat silent under the laurels they recently 
purloined from the brows of their betters, 
rather than hare proved by advancing in pro- 
pria persona into the Parnassian lists, how 
much easier a task it is to ridicule good poetry, 
than to write it. In thus throwing down the 
gauntlet, they may doubtless be complimented 
on their valour; but valour is composed of 
two parti. '' The worser half," surnamed fool 
hardiness, was the property of ihe lean Knight 
of La Mancha ; '' the best part of valour, dis- 
cretion" was emblazoned on the shield of the 
. huge Knight of Eastcheap, and his cautious 
quaker-Iike followers, from that good day to 
the present, have thriven and grown as fat 
upon it as himself. Which of the two halves 
falls to the lot of the Imitators of Horace, is 
too obvious to require medtioning. The fact 
seems to be, that the God of Song has insti« 
gated the authors of Rejected Addresses to 
the present publication, as an amende honorable 
for the liberties they lately took with his per- 
sonal property; stealing laurel being an of* 
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ffmee as contrary €o the poetical statute in 
that ^»se made aod provided, as it is dero* 
gatory to the privilege, and against the peace 
of oar Lord Apollo, his crovm and dignity. 



A 



CONTENTS. 



L^ 



Introdnetory Dial^gQ* 
Book I. Ode 1, To John Bull Esq. 
Ode II, Horty Buriy! 
Ode III, The Baronefi Yacht • 
Ode IV, Brighton 
OdeV, The Jilt 
Ode YI/ Walter Scott 
OdoYII, The Ousted Treararer 
Ode YIII, To Hnntingdon, thfe Preacher 
Ode IX, Winter 
Ode X, Tributary Stanzat to Qrimaldt (he 

« Clown 
Ode XI, Fortune TeUin|r. To Laura 
Ode- XII, To Emanuel Swedeabor; 
Ode XIII, The Jealous Lover . 
Ode XI Y, To Mr Kemble, Exhorting him 
to give up the Tier of Private 
Boxes • 
Od« XY| The Parriieoon. On tlie Dilapi- 
dation of the Temple of Mi- 
nena at Athens . 



I 

15 
18 
83 
80 
89 
38 
34 
3T 
40 

48 
44 

46 
55 



5T 



X CONTENTS. 

Page 

Book I. Ode XYI, The Edinbarf b Reviewen 63 

Ode XVII, The Welsh Cottage. To Laara 66 
OdeXVIII, Merry and Wise. To Lord 

Wellington • • 68 

Ode XIX, Pleasing Petulance . TO 
Ode XX, The Bard*i Sanquet. To Geoiige 

Colman the Yoonger • ST 

Ode XXII, The Bailiff . T4 

Ode XXIII, Cnpid's Invitation T6 

Ode XX lY, Home Tooke's Epitaph , T8 

Ode XXV, My God win I . . 80 

Ode XXVI, The Straw Bonnet . . 83 

Ode XXV 1 1. The Bumper Toast . 85 

Ode XXVIII, Lucretius and Dr. Busby . 8T 

Ode XXIX, The Termagant. To Lucy . 90 
Odo XXX, Private Boxes. Written dnring 

the first O. P. War . 02 
Ode XXXI, To Apollo . .94 

Ode XXXII, To the Comic Muse . 96 

Ode XXXIII, Cross Purposes . . 98 

Ode XXXIV, Coelebs in Search of a Wife 100 

Ode XXXV, To Fortune . • 102 

Ode XXXVI, The Gaol Delivery . 106 
Ode XXXVIl, Lob's Pound. The Poet re- 

joiceth in the return of 
Tranquillity, after the Im- 
prisonment of Sir Francis 

Burdett in the Tower 109 



CONTENTS. Xi 

Page 

Book I. OdeXXXVIIIy The Bill of Fare . 112 

Book H. Ode I, The First O. P. War. To Mr. Kemble 114 

Ode II, To the Wanstead LucuUus 117 

Ode III, Philosophic Ei\joymeot. To H. R. 

Esq. . . . M9 

Ode IV, The Actress • . 12S 

Ode y, The Unfledged Mnse . . 125 

Ode VI, The Classic Villa . , 127 

Ode VII, An old Acquaintance . 130 

Ode VIII, To Mrs. Mary Anne Clarke . 133 
Ode IX, The Yon&g Widow . . 136 

Ode X, To Romeo, on his late Fall from his 

Curricle . . .139 

Ode XI, The Qoidnnnc . , 141 

Ode XII, Miss Puff. To Horace in Rome 144 
Ode XIII, Hie Stock Jobber^s Lament 147 

Ode XIV, To any Great Man .150 

Ode X V, New Boildings . 153 

Ode XVI, Wit on the Wing . i5e 

Ode XVII, Penny Wise and Pound Foolish 161 
Ode XVI II, The Unanswerable Query 164 

Ode XIX, Cobbett * 161 

Ode XX, The Lyrical Lackey . .178 



r 



HORACE IN LONDON- 



INTRODUCTORY DIALOGUE. 

SCENE,— The Ivory Gate on the Confines of 

the Shades. 

Horace. Author. 

Horace. Friend, I have a favour to ask of you. 

Author. If the granting it redound to my ad- 
vantage, I have too much generosity to refuse 
compliance : name it. 

Horace. I dislike Francis's Translation of my 
Odes. 

Author. I hate Buncombe's. 

Horace. And I think Boscawen's might be . 
improved. Will you undertake a new version ? 

Author. Upon ivhat terms ? 

Horace^ The prospect, if successful, of univer- 
sal applause; the Reviews will dub you bead 
rhymer of a rhyming age. An engraver may 
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scratch a kit.cat likeness «f you to Ecare the foot 
passengers in Pall Mall, You will be asked to 
dinner once in your life by eacii of the wealthy 
irould-be MKCenases that start up as numerous! 
an^ almost as empty, as Queen Aune'g churches, 
and will be tolerably sure of a niche among the 
Martyrs of Findns m Poet's Corner. " Eiegi 
Monamentum, &c," What think you of that ? 

Author. Tempting oSers, I confess. 

Horace. Yon agree, tiien. 

Author. No, 
. Horace. No ! Quare non i 

Author. For two reasons. 

Horace. Name them. 

Author. Your demerits aad'my own. 

Horace. iU^ demerits! ha, ha, hah! you and I 
are the last people whose demerits can gratify the 
malice of the critics. 

Author.^ Why so ? 

Horace. Because you have written so little as 
ta be beneath their notice, while I have written 
so much as to be above their envy. If QuintuH 
IIoratiuH Flaccus, the friend of Augustus, and the 
favoudte of the Muses, may be so bold as to 
question one whose propensity to fish in troubled 
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waters ought tolB<^ndema hha to ft large goblet of 
Sadak's waters . of obliTion, may I beg you to ela« 
cidate the expression of — ** jowt demerits and mj 
own/ 

Author, Certainly ; and first of the last, namely, 
myself—— 

Horace. I am all attention p roceed* 

Author ^ To translate your Odes with propriety 
would require almost as much talent as to .write 
them. If, indeed, the blue.coated youth in Guild- 
hall, who mast laugh in his sleere, notwithstanding 
the tightness -of it, at the thoughts of the reyolu. 
tions he effects, should dub me lord of twenty 
thousand pounds, my friends would convince me 
that I possessed abilities more than equal to the 
task. At present they give me credit for little 
money, and of course for little wit. 

Horace. They are right : of what use is the one, 
in your commercial cllmei unlesa it procure the 
other 7 

' Author. Bendes, who in his senses would write 
what nobody reads ? How manf farthings do tJie 
good fblks of London care about Yitellins, and 
Crassus, and Msecenas; Lydia, Thaliarchus, and 
Mount Soracte ? Every one of them a mere ckput 
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inortuuoi, believe me ; and at to>the groves of the 
ancients, they have all become hollow trees for 
pedant owls to roost in. 

Horace. Enyy, by the Gods! My works have 
delighted all ages. 

Author. Life, says Shakespeare, consists of seven 
ages; and you are apt to be discarded after the 
•econd. I remember you of old, when 1 was 

" Creeping like snail unwillingly to school," 
and in revenge for the many prosodial stripes 
your confounded *'— Maecenas atavis edite regibus*' 
brought upon me, I made a solemn vow to cast 
you into the Ocean in usum Delphinl, at my very 
£rst trip to Margate. In keeping my oath I lost 
my Horace, and have washed my hands of yoa 
efer since. 

Horace^ You do me and yourself injustice. Do 
notjestatthe expence of truth. Pray what book 
is this? '* Qukiti Horatii Flacci Opera," as I live ! 
Oh, flattering eulogium! 

Author* Not altogether so flattering, for this 
naturally leads me to the other head of my dis- 
course : t/our demerits. 

Horace. Aye, now you'll be puzzled. "Norn 
^go paucis oiTendar maculis." 
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Author. The quotation is from yourself : if yon 
are wise~ keep it to yourself. I^t us open your 
book, and pitch upon an ode at a venture, as sal. 
lors dip for salt pork. 

Horace. Sortes Horatianae ! agreed. 

Author. What haye we here? " Integer rita 
seek risque purus." Aye, this ode has been much 
admired by the shoal of learned Ignoramuses who 
can find nothing bad in a mans book when he's 
dead, and nothing good when he's ali?e ; and yet 
in my opinion it is little better than downright 
nonsense. 

Horace, Oh monstrous ! how^ pray F 

Author, You set out at your full speed, like a 
Sunday apprentice on a hack horse, with a pranc-* 
ing moral precept, that a Tirtuous man needs no 
other armour than conscious integrity. This is a 
sentiment of which Addison, Herrey, Hugh Kelly, 
or Mr. Drake himself need not haye been ashamed : 
and if put into the mouth of a Drury Lane actor, 
accompanied by a fierce look, a thump on the left 
breast, and a semi-circular strut, in the long in. 
teryal between green curtain and foot lights, would 
gain the happy yotary of Thespis three rounds of 
Upplause. Thus far in safety : but halt ! we are 
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come to a turnpike. The next thing it an illostra. 
tioQ of this sublime and noTel position* 

Horace, Very well, Sir, pray go on. 

Author, One naturally expects the example td 
be Cato or Brutus, 'Wilkes, Burdett, Gale Jones, 
or some such Patriot ; but how are our expecta. 
tions gratified? You proceed to say, that while 
you were singing the praises of Miss Lalage, (a 
lady, I presume, whose beauty was eten greater 
than her modesty,) you met a wolf, who took to his 
heels at the sight of you. Pray, most doughty 
sir, of what was he afraid ? Not of your valour^ 
if he had heard of your '* Relict4 non bene per* 
muU.^ Tour' moral qualities, putting Madam 
Lalage out of the question, were not perceptible 
to the eyes of a wolf, and you admit that your 
person was unprotected by any weapon. 

Horace, Excellent ! this would be provoking to 
any but an Epicure converted to Stoicism. Pray 
finish your exhortation. 

Author, Your conclusion is worthy your precept 
and illustration ; namely, that in whatever part of 
the globe you may chance to be placed, you will 
persist in singing the praises of the aforesaid La- 
lage, although her only merit seems to have been 
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tliat of keeping the wolf from the door. A most 
desirable quality, I admit, in the mistress of a Grub 
Street poet, but of little use to the well fed favorite 
of Augustus^ 

Horace. Ha, ha, hah ! Tott see I bear your ilU 
natnred critique with the most perfect good hu<. 
mour ; but zounds ! sir, do you mean to -assert — •? 

Author. No— >I am only pointing out the ineon. 
nstency of your own assertions, particularly when 
you prove your good humour by a *' zounds ! sir." 

Horace. Well, well, it's natural to forget one's 
a Stoic, when the least thing happens to provoko 
one. To let you into a secret, that ode was writ- 
ten at three distinct periods : the first part in a 
lucid jnterral of temperance : the secotid when I 
was half Seas over in a cask of Falernian^ and the 
third when I was solus cum sold with the Goddess 
of my Idolatry. 

Author, Be it so : we will now do what I have 
threatened to do half my life, turn over a new leaf. 

Horace. Agreed, here's something solemn. 
** Parens deorum cultor et infrequens." 

Author. In this ode you tell us that you had hi- 
therto been a very wicked fellow, snapping your 
fingers at Jupiter, and never visiting his temple 
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eicept in a shower of rain ; in shorty a complete 
Roman Bnajran ; but that 70a bad lately seen 70ur 
errors, and wer» enrolled ia the regiment of the 
true Faith. Braro t Pegasus at full speed again. 
Now comes the reason of this miraculous conrer* 
■ion. *' I was orertaken," you say, " by a ter- 
rible storm of thunder and lightening, and Jnpitei 
is so powerful he can do what be pleases." In- 
deed ! ft wonderful event, and a wonderful disco- 
very ! I cannot help quoting in your teeth the 
words of your best modem imitator. 

What woeful floirtliii madrigal woold be 
la tomt MarTnl hackney tODnel(eer--or me t 
But let a lord once own (he happj IJDCS, 
How Ihe wit brif(!ileiH, how Ifae leuie refines I 
Before hii mcred name fliei eiery fanll, 
Aod each eialled ttanxa teems nith thonghb 

Horace. Upon my word, sir, I have been accus- 
tomed to 

Author. Less truth and more complaisance, I 
know it ; but as long as I possess eyes of my own, 
I will not borrow a pair of pedant spectacles from 
any University ia the Universe, Then again yon 
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are always cramming that confounded Falernian 
down the throats of your readers. Continually hob 
and nobbing. ^' Nunc est bibendum, quo me £ac« 
che rapis ?'' at every page : and telling us that if we 
would be favorites of Venus we must sacrifice to 
Bacchus : a position of which th^ very porter in 
Macbeth has sober sense enough to prove the fal* 
sity. 

Horace, Very pretty, sir, very pretty indeed ! 
but I see your aim, sir. You suspect me to be 
one of the genus irritabile. 

Author, No I don't :-— Lam certain of it, I have 
therefore pleasure in bearing testimony to the ex- 
cellence of your Satires and Epistles. There yott 
are unrivalled. 

. Horace, My dear sir, I did not mean to dispute 
your judgment in ever^ thing. You think my 
Satires and Epistles ■ 

Author. As much above my present praise, as 
they are foreign to my present purpose. It is yonr 
odes of which we are now treating. A verbal 
translation of them I will not attempt. 

Horace, Then I may take my departure to the 
Eiysian Fields. Son of Maia, order round mj 
barge ! 
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Author, Stop, a thought has struck me. What say 
you to a work entitled " HORACE IN LONDON,'' 
consisting of parodies and imitations of jour odes ? 
Conyerting the Amphitheatre into Drury Lane, 
Maecenas into Lord Such a one^ the Palatine Mount 
into Tower Hill^ and in short, writing as I suppose 
you would have written, had you liyed in these 
times, and in the metropolis of Great Britain. 

'Horace, An excellent thought! It will insure 
me an increase ^of readers. A man milliner wilt 
enter Hyde Park who would fly from the Campus 
Martius, and a citizen may be enticed up Highgate 
Hill, who^ would turn with disdain from Mount 
Soracte, because there is no ordinary on Sunday on 
the top of it. 

Author. Such is my plan. As long as you ar6 
pointed and witty, I shall feed my Pegasus at 
the same manger. When you are flat, prosaic^ and 
insipid, (which, under faTor, you sometimes are, 
especially at your conclusions, where you ought to 
he most epigrammatic, witness your *' Animumque 
reddas" — " immeritamque Testem*'— *^ Mercurius- 
que kc» &c.**) I shall take the liberty of starting 
from the coarsei and being as pointed and poetical 
as I please. 
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Horace. Rather say as you can. 

Author. Good— —Agreed. And I moreoTeT 
gire you fair notice, that as I shall hare lame meta« 
phors enough of my own to anawer for^ I will 
not be accountable for yours; 

Horace. Mine ! Where will you find them ? 

Author. Not at the first dip, perhaps, but cer- 
tainly without any yery tedious search,— 'Toyons !•*- 
Book If Ode 27. What have we here ? 

Qoantl labonu in Chofybdi / 
igne, pner^ mdiore/amma. 



An intermixture of fire and water, which in mo* 
dem days would create more than one sort of hiss« 

Horace. That I confess was an orersight. 

Author. I wish all your commentators had done 
the same ; they would have saved themselves and 
us a world of fatigue ; but what commentator 
would not rather set a thousaod modem readers to 
sleep, than acknowledge, one Hotmeric nod in an 
ancient writer ? 

Horace. I will overlook ^11 your faults if you 
will but cease your criticisms, and give a specimen 
of your perfonnance. 
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Author. On those conditions you maj turn im- 
mediatelj to the qext page. Now then thou peer. 
less poet, thou real Roman pearl, not to be adul- 
terated by all the Tinegar in critical Christendom » 
^^ let's to't like French Falconers,'' or rather, like 
English tilters, — London is the scene of our poeti- 
cal tournament. Be thou the Achilles of the Lists, 
the Patroclus I ; and if perchance I hurl a spear 
sharp enough to provoke the retort courteous, do 
thou bestride me, and balancing thy shield of half 
a ton troy weight •Ter my head, swear that the 
offence proceeded from the original Latin. 

Horace, Which you will publish of course. 

jiuthor. Not 1 indeed. 

Horace, Not publish my Latin ! 

Author. No, I tell you. — Scholars will always 
possess the means of immediate reference to the 
original, and the unlearned will not think my page 
the more liyely for being encumbered with a dead 
language. 

Horace. Not publish my Latin ! ! 

Author. No, I repeat, except the first line. 

Horace, If that be the case, I hare only to utter 
this parting prophecy. The moment the dark 
chambers of your brain cease to be enlightened by 
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L the presence of my Roman lamp, good night to all 

[. , your brilliant hopes; and though I shall march back 

f to Elysium with all the slow dignity of* the last of 

If the Romans, trust me, I shall go off much quicker 

than— -the first of your editions. 

[Exeunt jeoeralfy^J 
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BOOK I. ODE I. 



Maecenas atavis edite regibus. 



To John Bull, Esq, 

Dread Sir ! half human^ lialf dlTine, 
Descended from a lengthen'd line 

Of heroes famed in story— 
Of Ocean undisputed lord j 
Of Europe and her recreant horde 

The " riddle, jest and glory." 

What Tarious sports attract your sons ! 
Some to Hyde Park escape from duns. 

In curricle or tandem : 
In dusty clouds enrelop'd quite, 
Like JoTe, who from Olympus height, 

Hurls thunderbolt* at random* 
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One draws his gold from Lombard Street, 
Amongst the Lords to buy a seat, 

The Lord knows why or wherefore : 
Another, give him rural .sports, 
And crouded cities, splendid courts, 

He not a jot will care for* • 



The merchant, baulkM by Boreas, rents 
His idle anger, and laments 

Some luckless speculation : 
Of ease, and Clapham Common talks, 
But soon on Gresham's murmuring walks 

Resumes his daily station. 



T%i8 makes the jolly God his theme, 
In claret drowns Aurora's beam. 

And riots with the friskers : 
That a dragoon, delights in arms. 
And thoughtless of Mamma's alarms. 

Sports high-heeFd boots and whiskers. 
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The huater quits his bed at five, 
The fox or timorous deer to drire 

Down precipices horrid, 
And carries home, returning late^ 
A trophy for his amorous mate. 

The antlers on his forehead I 



Me toil and ease alternate share^ 
Books, and the conyerse of the fair^ 

(To see is to adore 'em ;) 
With these and London for my home, 
I envy not the joys of Rome, 

The Circus or the Forum ! 



If you, great Sir, will deign to Tot« 
For Horace, in his London coat, 

Nor check my classic fury ; 
Great Magog of the lyric train, 
I'll mount to kiss the Muses twain* 

Who face the Gods of Druijr. 
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ODE II. 

HURLY BURLY! 

— ■ ■ 

Jam wtis terris ni^, atque (lir». 

fiNouou ! the dog bas had his daj. 

The cat h§|priBew'd her honr : 
Th' Lnprisoa*d GaJe is blo^n away, 

Burdett bas fled the Tower. 
The nation fear'd those scenes of woe, 
So fatal thirtj years ago^ 

When dreading neither axe nor rope. 
An outward Christian, inward Jew, 
Fierce Gordon led th' enthusiast crew 

To persecute the Pope* 



\ 



ei>£ II. HURLY BURLY. 19 



fl 

Oh fatal and disastrous year ! 

When oyster^Tending dames. 
Made London's train bands disappear^ 

And wrapped her walls in flames : 
The chimney sweep assail'd the shop. 
The 'prentice cllmb'd the chimney top. 

Impunity made cowards bold : 
While Plutus in his last retreat^ 
Stood trembling in Threadnetdle Strtei^ 

And hugg'd hb bags of gold. 



We saw the mob, like Oceans' flood. 

By howling tempests driten, 
As^l the King's dragoons with mud. 

And menace old St. Stephen. 
Again they rage, the bird is flbwn ; 
Sir Francis^ aw'd by Whitbread's frown, - 

To father Thames commits his fate ; 
In secret the uxorious tide, 
Safe bears him to the Surrey side. 

To join his anxious mate. 
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From street to street Bellona runs^ 

In dark blue ribbons clad : 
To hear the tale, our sober sons 

Will think their fathers mad. 
What power can awe the impending Gaul| 
What psalm avert Britannia's fall^ 

What sacred tabbies stop the«Til I 
Has Southcott, in her straw built cell^ 
No talisman, no mutter'd spell, 

To drive awaj the Deril I 



Ah no ! for still from south to north. 

Sedition swells the gale ! 
Come then, at folly's call, roll forth. 

Ye tubs to faction's whale. 
Come, Winsor's himp, Folito's apes, 
Come Hawkcy thou peer of many capes, 

Pearl.button'd and drab.coated spark I 
And thou, the dame of wicked wit, 
Round whom the infant hoaxes flit, 

Come, mighty Mistress Ckrke. 



ODE II. HUpLY BURLT. *1 



And thou^ great saiot, at hamoar's call, 

Joy of the rabble, come ! 
Whose praise the Smithfield muses bawl. 

With rattle, horn, and drum. 
When Saturnalian sports draw near, 
Three days in each revoWing year, 

'Tis thine to lead the frolic hours : 
Heed not, dread sir, thy loss of skin| 
Thy jocund revelry and din 

Have made us jump from ours. 

<7ome,«too, Mendoza^ foe to ham, 

M hose fame no bruise can sully ; 
Come, wary Crib, Batavian Saniy 

And last, not least, come Gully. 
Assuming the dictator's seat, 
Late to thy Plough in Carey Street ^ 

Return to end thy halcyon days : 
liong may'st thou rally, hit, and stop, 
And may no envious Newgate-drop 

PAit out thy glory's blaze. 
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While amateurs, for fame atlurst. 

Entwine with ardent vows 
The laurel wreath at Monkey Hurst f 

Around thy batter'd brows, 
If any sheriff dare to wield 
His wand to clear ih' embattled field, 

Stand forth, and down the gauntlet fling ; 
With frequent fists the intruder check, 
Or grasp his chain.encircled neck, 

And^6 him from the ring. 



ss . 



ODE III. 



THE BARONETS YACHT. 



Sic te Diva |iotens Cypii. 

Dear Venas, quit Idalia's lawn, 
Ib Cyprian car by turtles drawn. 
At Neptune's sea-green footstool fawn. 

And make him, willy nilly ; 
Sweet oil upon the waters pour, 
And thus the TC^turous Yacht restore. 
That carried off from Tkanet^s shore^ 

M7 soul's best half— Sib Billy* 

m 

He surely Tiew'd in looking-glass, 
A nose of copper, cheek of brass. 
Who thus in feeble t/acht could pass 
Within the range of cannons : 
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When hostile squadroni beat the hoof^ ^ 
And citizens won't keep aloof, 
Hat, boot, and stocking water-proof, 
I reckon sine qua nons. 



That hardy mortal knows not fear, 
Who ventures ont from Ramsgate Pier^ 
And as the Gallic cliffs draw near, 

VMth careless eye looks at 'em — 
But bolder he himself who coops 
In his own little bark, nor stoops 
To heed the quizzing of the troops, 

Led by the Eael of Chatham. 

In Tain shall Neptune's prudent tide. 
Old Kent from Picardy divide; 
Sir William's boat in painted pride. 

Unites the coasts again* 
He undulates on Ocean's swell, 
Like her who rules Idalia's dell, 
Drawo by a turtle in a shell'^ 

Triumphant o'et'the main. 

*This mariDe delicacy was aaid to be suspended to the 
prow of the Yacht. 
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Wliat wonders all the papers fill ! 
With rockets now the foe we kill^ 
We barrow under Higkgate HUl^ 

Each day outdoes the other. 
See through PaU Mall each lovely lass. 
By night illuminated pass, 
While WiNsom lights, with flame of gas^ 

Home to King*s P/oce— his mother. 



In parachute by way of change, 
With &amerm in air we range, 
Surpassing all the wonders strange 

That e'et Munehawen told us. 
Great Jupiter ! for mercy's sake, 
Me to a cooler planet take. 
For at this rate we soon shall make 

The world too hot to hold ua ! 
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ODE IV. 



BRIGHTON. 



Solvitur acris hyemsgratft vice Terif. 

TN ow fruitful antumn lifts his sun.burnt head. 

The slighted Park few cambric muslins whiten, 
The diy machines reyisit Ocean's bed, 
A ad Horace quits awhile the town for Brighton, 

The cit foregoes his box at Tumham Green, 
To pick np health and shells with Amphitrite, 

Pleasure's frail daughters trip along the Steyne, 
Led by the dame the Greeks call Aphrodite. 

Phoebus, the tanner, plies his fiery trade, 
The graceful nymphs ascend Judea's ponies, 

g^ale the west cliff, or visit the parade, 

While poor papa in town a patient drone is. 






^ 

I 

i 



ODE IV. BRIGHTON. J7 

Looie trowsers snatch the wreath from pantaloons ; 

Nankeen of late were worn the sultrj weather in; 
But now, (so will the Prince's Light Dragoons,) 

White jean hare triumph'd o'er their Indian bre. 
thren. 

Here with choice food earth smiles and ocean yawnsy 
Intent alike to please the London glutton. 

This, for oar breakfast proffers shrimps and prawns. 
That, for oar dinner, South-down lamb and mutton. 

Tet here, as elsewhere, death impartial reigns, 

Visits alike the cot and the Pavilion^ 
And for a bribe, with equal scorn disdains 

My half a crown, and Baring's half a million. 

Alas ! how short the span of human pride ! 

Time flies, and hope's romantic schemes are on- 
done; 
Cosweller's coach, that carries four inside. 

Waits to take back the unwilling bard to London. 

Ye circulating novelists, adieu ! 

Long envious cords my black portmanteau tighten; 
Billiards, begone ! avaunt, illegal loo ! 

Farewell eld Ocean's bauble, glittering Brighton ! 

c 9 
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BOOK T. 



Long 8lialt thou laugh thine enemies to scorn, 
Proud as Phoenicia, queen of watering places ! 

Boys yet unbreech'd, and virgins jet unborn, 
On thy bleak downs shall tan their blooming 
fu^es. 



I 
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ODE V. 



THE JILT. 



■rti 



Qois malfa gfBcilis te puer in ro8&. 

Sat, Lucy, ^hat enamour'd spark 
Now sports thee through the gazing Park 

In new barouche or tandem ; 
And, as infatuation leads, 
Permits his reason and his steeds 

To run their course at random ? 

Fond youth, those braids of ebon hair. 
Which to a face already fair 
Impart a lustre fairer ; 
Those locks which now invite to loYOy 
Soon unconfin'd and false shall proTe^ 

4 

And changeful as the wearer. 
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Unpractised in a woman's guile, 

Thou think'sty perchance, her halcyon smile 

Portends unruffled quiet : 
That, ever charming, fond and mild, 
No wanton thoughts, or passions wild. 

Within her sonl can riot. 



Alas I how often shalt thon monm, • 
(If njmphs like her, so soon forsworn^ 

Be worth a moment's trouble,) 
How quickly own, with sad surprise^ 
The paradise -that bless'd thine eyes 

Was painted on a bubble. 



In her accommodating creed 
A lord will always supersede 

A commoner's embraces : 
His lordship's lore Contents the fair^ 
Until enabled to ensnare 

A nobler prize— his Grace's I 
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Unhappy are the youths who gaze, 
Who feel her beauty's maddening blaze^^ 

And trust to what she utters ! 
For me, by sad experience wise. 
At rosy cheeks or sparkling eyes, 

My heart no longer flutters. 



Chamber'd in Albany, I yiew 
On erery side a joTial crew 

Of Benedictine neighbours* 
I sip my coffee, read the news, 
I own no mistress but the muse, 

And she repays my labours. 



And should some brat her love bespeak, 
(Though illegitimate and weak 

As these unpolish'd verses ;) 
A father's joys shall still be mine, 
Without the fear of parish fine. 

Bills, beadles, quacks, or nurses. 
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ODE VI. 

WALTER SCOTT. 



tcriberit Varlo fortb* et hoed 

O Chita LRT, tbj gallant reign. 
In prancing epic-ballad strain. 

Let Walter Scott indite ; 
Chaunting the deeds inspired by thee^ 
When red.cross knights arm'd cap.a.peej 
Rode at the ring full gallantly. 

Or triumphed in the fight* 

For me, I strive not, by my fay, 
To imitate the minsireVs lay^ 
Tracing the Palmer on his way, 

Through Scottish bourn and brake : 
Unformed for hero's deeds, I shun 
The strain of lordly Marmion^ 

Or Lady of the Lake. 
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My modest muse, unskilled in flight! 
Of Caledonia's border knights, 
Forbears their glories to rehearse 
In peaceful nnpresuming verse. , 
Who can describe with honours dut 
Of northern cfans the endless crew^. 

Creating endless war } 
Unnnmber'd Macs^ of accent rude. 
The Gordon^ Home^ and Huntley brood, 
Grcemes, Fosters^ Fenwicks, who pursued 

The amorous Lockinvar* 

Whether or not I feel lore's pain, 
I love the light accustom'd strain. 
I sing no feast in hall so gay, 
Saye that upon my Lord May on' s Day f 
Record no arrow's fatal flight, 
' Saye Cupid's, feather'd with delight^ 
And shoot alone my bloodless darts. 
From beauty's eyes to lover's hearts. 



« i 
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ODE VIL 

THE OUSTED TREASURER. 



LaQdabnnt alii claram Rhodon* 



To Harry ■ Esq. 

Some talk of Betterton and Booth, 
And some aboye all praise, forsooth, 

Extol their Idol Garrick ; 
Others will other names rehearse. 
And celebrate their praise in verse. 

Familiar or Pindaric* 

With me not Barrjmore's small note, 
Nor Betty's gently whispering throat, 

Nor Righi's manly quaver, 
Nor Munden's freedom from grimace, 
Nor Dignum's bold expressive face, 

Are half so much in favor. 
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As joTial Cooke, wliose thirstf soul 
Quails inspiration from the bowl 

Whene'er his spirits falter ; 
His grief and j 07, his love and ire. 
Are born of Bacchus, and their firo 

Is stolen from lus altar* 



So, Harry, whether doom'd to roam 
In banner'd camps, or lounge at home 

In Twickenham's shady bowers, 
Drink, and corroding cares resign. 
Drink and illume with sparkling wine^ 

Life's dark and stormy hours* 

From Somerset's beloTed house 
Where lazy treasurers carouse 

When Bardolph was ejected, 
His nose ifrith purple blossoms crown'd, 
'Tis said he called his friends around^ 

And thus their grief corre 



•i 
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Ok, onsted elrei I compftnioDS boon ! j 

May Fortune's wheel reTuWing soon, f 

ProTe kinder than oar master : j 

Ijet vs but stick together still, < 
With Sherry'! lack and Sherry's skill 

We jet may braTe disaster. ^ 

For know, my filettds, the Prince has sworflj 
Aithongh these sinecures be torn 

Away from our pretensioDS, 
That in some dear uncertain honr, 
A future Somerset shall shower 

On us its posts and pensions. 



Ye whose stout hearts would ne'er submit 
To all the eloquence of Pitt, 

Fired with the love of places. 
Drink deep and banish care and woe, 
To-morrow we are doom'd to know. 

Short commons and loag faces. 
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ODE VIII. 

To HUNTINGDON, the Preacher. 

Lydia die per oiniiei% 

By those locks so lank and sable. 
Which adown thy shoulders hang, 

By thy phiz right lamentable, 
And thy humming nasal twang ; 

Huntingdon, thou queer fanatic. 
Tell me why thy love and grace, 

Thus invade my servant's attic. 
To unfit him for his place. 

For the new light eyer pining^ 
Thomas groans, and hums and ha's ; 

But alas ! the light is shining, 
Only through his lanthorn jaws. 
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M ay.pole pranks and fiddle scrapers 
In his eye sight change their hae. 

Lowering Athanasian vapours, 
Cloud his brain with devils blue. 

From his fellows far asunder, 
Tom enjoys his morning staye : 

Works are but a heathen blunder ; 
Faith alone has p«wer to save. 

From young Hal the tayem waiter, 
Oft the boxing prize heM carry ; 

Now the pious gladiator, 
Wrestles only with Old Harry. 

Potent once at quoits and cricket^ 

Head erect and heart elate> 
Now, alas I he heeds no wicket, 

Save John Bunyan's wicket gate. 

As some clown in listing season, 
Blinds himself to shun the ranks ; 

Tom, because he blinds his reason. 
Thinks to play his pious pranks. 



ODEVIII^ TO HUNTINQDOK« S9 

Bat if rach his boly rage is 

Let it be its own reward ; 
I'll no longer pay his wages ; 

Me he serres not, but tbe Lord* 
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ODE IX. 



WINTER. 



Vldes, Qt aM etet nive candidam 
Soracte. 



See Rlchmoiid is clad ia a mantle of snow; 

The woods that o'ershadow'd the hill, 
Now bend with their load, while the river below, 

m 

In musical murmurs forgetting to flow, 
Stands mournfully frozen and still. 

Who cares for the winter ! mtf sun beams shall 
shine 

Serene from a register stoye; 
With two or three jolly companions to dine, 
Aii4 ^^® ^^ three bottles of generous win*. 

The rest I relinquish to Joye. 
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The oak bows its bead in tiie barricuie's swell^ 

Condemn'd in its gloiy to hl\ ; 
Tbe marigold dies unperceiTM in tbe dell^ 
Unable alike to retard or impel, 

Tbe crisis assigned to ns all. 

Then banisb to-morrow, its bopes and its fears ; 

To.day is tbe prize we baye won : 
Ere surly old age in its wrinkles appears, 
Witb langbter and loTe, in your jurenile years 

Make sure of tbe days as they ran. 

Tbe park and tbe playbouse my presence shall 
greet, 

Tbe opera yield its delight ; 
Catakmi may charm me, but oh ! far more sweeti 
The musical Toice of Laurctte when we meet 

In tiie-d'tke concert at night. 

False looks of denial in Tain would she fllngi 

In yain to some corner be gone ; 
And if in our kisses I snatch off her riug^ 
It is, to my fancy, a much better thing 

Thiyfi a kiss after putting one on 1 
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ODE X. 

TRIBUTARY ST JNZ J S to GRIMJLDI 

THE CLOWN. 



Hercnii faenndtf iiepos Atlantis. 

J ACETI0U8 mime ! thou enem j of gloom, 
Grandson of Momus, blithe and debonnair, 

VfhOf aping Pan, with an inyerted broom, 

Can'st brush the cobwebs from the brows of care. 

Oar gallery Gods immortalize thy song ; 

Thy Newgate thefts impart ecstatic pleasure ; 
Thou bid'st a jew's*harp charm a Christian throDg| 

A Gothic salt.box teem with attic treasure. 

When harlequin, his charmer to regain. 

Courts her embrace in many a queer disguise. 

The light of heels looks for his sword in Tain ; 
Thy furtire fingers snatch the magic pr^e. 
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The fabled egg from thee obtains its gold ; 

Thou sefst the mind from critic bondage loose, 
Where male and female cacklers^ yonng and old^ 

Birds of a feather, hail the sacred Goose. 

Even pions sonis, from Banyan's durance free. 
At Sadlers Wells applaud thy agile wit, 

Forget old Care while they remember thee« 

*^ Laugh the kearfs laugh^ and haunt the joTial pit. 

Long may'st thou guard the prize thy humour won, 
Long hold thy court in pantomimic state. 

And to the equipoise of English fun, 
Exalt the lowly, and bring down the great. 
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ODE XI. 

FORTUNE TELLING. 

To Laura. 

Tti ne qnssieris scire (nefas) quem mifai, qacia tlM» 

a 

Dear girl, from cabalistic lore. 
Seek not your fortunes to explore^ 

Or find your destin'd lover : 
Nor horoscopes, nor starry skies. 
Nor flattering gypsey prophecies, 

Can e'er your fate discorer* 

To Fortune's dreaded power resign'd. 
Endure with philosophic mind, 

Her favour or her malice : 
Unmindful of your future doom, 
Of present life enjoy the bloom, 

And quaff from Pleasure's chalict « 
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To-daj the saanj boors dance hj^ 
Dbpenstng roses as the j fl j : 

O snatch them ! for to-morrow, 
Assail'd bj tempests, drooping, demd^ 
Perchance their flowers maj onlj shed^ 

The dewj tears of sorrow. 

Time flies — Death threatens to destroy'-^ 
The wise condense life's scatter'd joj 

Within a narrow measure : 
Then, Laura, bring the sparkling bowl, 
And let us yield the raptnr'd sool. 

To laughter, Ioto, and ploasuro. 
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ODE XII. 

To Emanuel Swedenborg. 

Oaem yinuD, aut heroa, lyr^ Tel acri. 

fTHAT mortal, or immortal wight, 
Man, dasmon, demigod, or sprite. 

My harp, shall break thy slamberif 
Whom Echo o'er Boeotia's hill. 
And Aganippe's shady rill, 

Shall chaunt in sportiye numbers f 

Mine be the strain that Orpheus pour'd^ 
When Hell's grim monarch he implored 

Euridice to render : 
And listening Pluto spar'd his life. 
But nearly gave him back his wife^ 

To punish the offender. 
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If songs could bid the dead arise, 
Whom should I sooner eulogize, 

Than Swedenborg the pions ? 
To whom the mystic world was shown^ 
Of spirits that to us unknown. 

Are oyer skipping nigh us. 



None can surpass this ghostly seer, 

Who smoak'd his pipe, or quaff 'd his beer 

Above with his protectors ; 
None equal, second none to him^ 
Who pour'd upon our opdcs dim 

A cataract of spectres. 



Next Lewis, Goose's child, shall come, 
With Mother Bunch's Fee^fa-fum ! 

In goblin tales to revel— 
The maid who dragg'd the Monk to hell, 
The bleeding Nun that ran pell.mell 

With Hammond to the deTil. 
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SQCoeflsire now my subject boasts, 
The noted Hammersmith twin ghosts^ 

Who rivaird one another ; 
One born to frighten rustics — on« 
To perish by a rustic's gnn. 

Who took him for his brother*. 



Soon as he fell, the tmralt o'er, 

The gloom was clear'd, their fears no more^ 

The gossip tales were ended ; 
And he that frighttn'd all around, 
(So wiU'd the Fates) upon the ground 

Innocuous lay extended* 



* A Hammersmith wag some time ago drcved himself ai 
aglKMty and wag Tery sacceMful in frightening the watchmen, 
and other old women, ontil he was obliged to giye up tlie 
^oit in a Tery vnezpected manner. A wiieacre in the neigh- 
bourhoood, forgetting that if it were a real ghott he would 
be only throwing away his powder, if a sham one his life, 
was infatuated enough to fire at and kill the unfortunate 
spectre, for which he was capitally indicted, and we beUere 
condemned to death, but afterwards pardoned. 
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Who shall the mightj theme prolong ? 
O Clio, patroness of song, 

Say, what saccessor fit is. 
Whether Giles Scroggins next should come^ 
Miss Bailey, or old Gaffer Thumb, 

Who sang their own sad ditties. 

To loader Pasans swell the chord. 
Worthy the Biri>.bxholdiko Lord, 

So prodigal of fable ; 
Who told us of the hunter sprite. 
That flogg'd itself the live long night, 

Then gallopp*d from the stable*. 

An uncomb'd girl surpass'd the peer, 
Offspring of poverty seyere. 

In garret dark residing ; 
She gave to life the Cock Lake Ghost^ 
A nation's eyes and ears engrossed. 

E'en Jobmsom's skill deriding. 

• See the Letten Mttrikftted Co Lord Lyttleton. 
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Old Scratch (if parsons tell us true,) 
With her found board aad lodging too, 

And help'd her pranks to hide well | 
'Till magistrates and bishops drove 
This modem Joan to shine above 

The minor cheats of Bridewell, 

O SwEDENBOR&y the guardian friend 
Of ghostly wighis, our prayers attend, 

And prosper Colton's glory ;♦ 
Exalted let his genins shine, 
Second, great seer, alone to thine 

In spiritual story. 



• Our readers cannot have altogether forgotten the Sam^ 
ford ghoBt, vhose spirituality the Rev. Mr. Colton offered 
to prove by a wager* haying previously received the depo» 
litions of Messrs. Chave, Dodge, Moon, and Miss Sally, 
who were sworn npon a Greek Testament. The Taunton 
Oourier conunented with a good deal of sarcastic pleasantry 
tipon the evidence adduced; but the unearthly visitor wai 
not to be exorcised by newspaper criticisms, and redoubled 
his formidable thumpings and bumpings. His comical freaks 
have lately prpdaced veiy tragioal consequences} the £xeter 
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Whether the Sampford Ghost to seek. 
He bid the rustics swear ia Gredk, 

Chave s senrant, wife, and Tallet ; 
Or whether, in the dead of night. 
The doors and windows fastened tight^ 

He goes to dodge with Sally. 



Jailor, a man rtmarkahltf for •trengtii and cotimge^ volua- 
tecred to dtscoTer the jo^^ie, and to pass a night in the 
ikaiinted chainl>er« Armed with a sword and bible, and 
JUaminated by two large moold candles, (three to the pound,)" 
he took his station, when at the << yery witching time of 
oiglit,'^ thetswerd was violently wrenched from his hand, 
and the spectre served oat to him a specimien of Molyneux'« 
right and left hits that woald not have disgraced the sable 
Imto hiiwelf. All this wlule the assailant was invisible, and 
<* die steelM jailor^ seldom the ftiend of man," was still lest 
the friend of goblins; he was carried heme in a sort of stupor, 
and expired a few days after. — Upon another oeeasicN^ 
when the knocklngs under the floor were very loud and 
lively, an ineredulons rustic took up one of the boards, and 
ftood between the rafters, when the sounds instantly ceased i 
«« O, ho!" quoth he, ^< have I found you out? I always ^d 
It was a lame story.''— But his triumph was short $ he was 
«Uuted with such a thump on the sole of the foot, that he had 
« lame story of his own to cany home to his family, and Ae 
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E*en Mr. Moon no light coald shed, 
To- tell nvho 'twas that shook the bed. 

And carried such a farce on,— 
A ghost no doubt it was, for no man 
Would diump and kick a sillj woman, 

To fright a sillier parson. 



kfiockingt inereaaed,' as if icsMved ttf eclipse the ooiie of 
Don Qaizote''8 fnlliig orilla. It is not long since an k<Hi€tt 
neigiibmir called on Mr. C. to laugh at his credolity, and rea» 
sonhimy ifpossible^out of uliat he called his nervoos delii* 
rfonsy when lo! in the midst of their coaversatioa a lieavy 
step was heard descending the stain; **That is» the ghost's 
step/' said Mr C* drawing his chair close to his visitor. 
Thampl thampf thump! .The door opens, footsteps are 
heard load as of the ghost In Don Joan, though nought is 
visible I they seem to pass between the chain, though touch* 
iiig each other; tlie sceptic and his friend are unmolested, but 
t^e olject of this unwelcome visit is soon manifested. Sallj, 
or Molly, was tl the side board ; they hear blows and screams, 
and when they had courage to approach the poor girl tliey 
found she had been piteously belaboured about the shoulden, 
after which usual exercise of his spleen, perhaps to create an 
appetite, the hobgoblin <* started like a guilty thing," and 
led. 



^- 
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O Swedenborg, thy fame is lost, 
CoLTON has verified his ghost^ 

By wagering a guinea : 
In vengeance thoa thy wig shalt shake, 
And. make the Tanaton Courier quake. 

For proving him a ninny. 



Tlu^ female Bftx engrosses Ibe chief share of hit pag^istl« 
devoirs, for which he has satisfactorily accoanted in replying 
<o questions solemnly pat to Inm both in Greek and Hebrew^ 
(which he has at bis finger's ends) by divulging that he wat 
murdered by his^sister, and will continne to persecute the 
"sex until the offender is bronght to condign punishment* 
Men he never molests, unless in self defence, and upon an 
invasion of bis (erritory. Man traps have been set in the 
room for the purpose of catching his ghostly leg, and rat 
traps have been lavishly distributed over the bed, tn the hope 
of snapping bis spiritual fiogere; but he snaps his fingers at 
his enemies, and understands trap too well to be caught by 
any human contrivance hiiberto discovered. When rat trapi 
fail, exorcising can hardly be expected to succeed, and he 
likes his present quarters too well to wish to be billetted upon 
the Red Sea. 

Thus stands the case at present ; the ghost has baiflod every 
attempt at an tjeetatentf and will probably continue to 
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frighten the men and belabour the women till he wear out 
his knuckles. Mr. Colton has recently been to London, Co- 
require the aid of the ecclesiastical police, and has offered 
to frank down to Sampford any adventurer who will entef 
the lists with this airy bruiser, and fib him out of the ring. 
Bat this is idle; If ibbing woild do he woald kft?c TanUMlr 
leng niice* 



y 
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ODE XIII 



THE JEALOUS LOFER, 



Cam ivkf Liydia^ Teleptii* 

When those eyes, in azure splendour. 

Sparkle at a rival's fame ; 
When those lips, in accents tender. 

Breathe a hated rival's name ; 

Rous'd to scorn, or sunk in sadness, 
Passion rules without contreul. 

Gloomy rage, and jealous madness. 
Gnaw tny heart and fire my spuK 

Tears that fall in copious showers, 
Inward fires too plainly speak f 

Reason mourns her faded powers, 
Blushes tinge my conscious ebeek. 
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Wben in dreams thy beauty's brightness 

Seems to aid my riyal's bliss, 
And his Hp thy bosom's whiteness 

Seems to sully with a kiss ; 

** Hold," I cry in passion's fever, 
'^ Flames like his are born of wine ; 

^^ Spurn the insolent deceiver, 

'^ Crush his hopes, and nourish mine. 

*^ Loosely he thy soul despises, 

^^ Aiming but thy charms to win ; 
^^ He the glittering casket prizes, 
^ ■ <« I adore the gem within.'' 

Lawless love's a wand'ring vapour, 

Meteor of a heated brain ; 
Happy they who Cupid's taper 

Light at sacred Hymen's fane. 

Ever joyous, never sated, 

As through life their course they steer^ 
Heavenly bliss is antedated,—- 

Mutual love can find it here. 
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ODE XIV. 

« 

To Mr. KEMBLE, 

Exhorting him to give up the tier of Private 

Boxes, 



O- nsLns, referent in mare te novi. 

O Kemble, again you are tost on the seas ; 

For mercy's sake what are you doing ? 
Return into harbour, assuage the O. P«s, 

This tempest may end in your ruin. 

Your seams are uncaulk'd, and your mainmast is splits 

Your sailors are all in commotion ; 
The storm of last winter still howls in the pit, 

And vexes the bosom of ocean. 

'Tis all to no purpose the gods to assail, 

They will pot afford yon a cable ; 
Dime Fashion^ who tempted you out in the gale. 

May tow you to land if she's able* 

D 5' 
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Melpomene lannch'd jou a gallant first rate^ 
She seems at your clanger to shudder ; 

Then giye up your gingerbread cabin of staiey 
And prudently look to your rudder. 

'Tis matter of lasting importance to me, 

Again in smooth water to find you ; 
For certain I am, if you founder at sea, 

You'll not leave your equal behind you. 
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ODE XV. 

THE PARTHENON. 

On the Dilapidation of the Temple of Minerva 

at Athens. 



Pastor qqum traherei per freta navibui. 

As Elgin o'er the violated waye, 
Spoird Parthenon, thy marble glories bore, 
While modern Greeks, alas I' too weak to sare^ 
With silent tears his sacrilege deplore, 
Shriek in their tombs the demigods of yore. 
Heroes and kings their spectred forms uprear, 
Start from their sepulchres to throng the shore^ 
And as they Tiew the rarager's career, 
Point to the bounding bark, and poise the shadow]|F 
spear. 



\ 
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On speeds the Teasel with her gvAlij prize, 

Till sudden calms arrest her stately sweep ; 

Hush'd is th' expanse of ocean, earth and skies. 

And a new Firmament appears to sleep ' 

In the smooth mirror of the azure deep. 

VThen lo ! the wave with sadden splendour glows, 

And while the crew a breathless silence keep, 

SeTere in majesty^ Minerva rose, 

Frown'd on the startled Scot, and prophesied his J 



woesi 



^^ Ruthless destroyer ! luckless was the hour 
When Athens' Sculptures at thy feet were hurl'd ; 
Trophies revered, which hitherto had power 
To win the homage of an awe«struck world ! 
Goth, Vandal, Moslem, had their flags unfurl'd 
Around my still unviolated Fane, 
Two thousand summers had with dews impearl'd 
Its marble heights nor left a mouldering stain ; 
Twas thine to ruin all that all had spared in v^n* 
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<* Mine was the Temple, and be mine the care 
To haunt it's spoiler, and ayenge its doom : 
No iatellectnal honours shalt thou share, 
Minerva's curse shall wrap thj mind in gloom. 
And Hymen shall thy nuptial hopes consume.— 
Unless like fond Pygmalion thou canst wed 
Statues thy hand could never give to bloom. 
In wifeless wedlock shall thy life be led. 
No marriage joys to bless thy solitary bed. 



^^ The Grecian Deities already rush 
To smite th' insiilter of their native seat ; 
Venus for ever bars the modest blush« 
Love's chaste alarms and its endearments sweet. 
Mars shall deny the Hero's patriot heat, 
Nor can thy ravish'd trophies yield relief ; 
The household Gods shall frown on thy retreat, 
And when thou seekst to drown reflection's grief, 
Bacchus shall interdict oblivion's respite brief. 
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'^ Lo 1 Ocean's Riag engulphs thy Tictim bark^y 
Snatching the relics of his earthlj reign 
To deck his coral palaces, and hark ! 
The sea nymphs sound their shells as they regain 
The shipwrecked trophies of their monarch's fane* 
So shouldst thou perish with thy gnilty freight^ 
But that thy life shall be thy greatest bane. 
And Athens' Gods by thy forewarning fate 
Shall stay th' unhallowed hand uprear'd to violate. 



^^ All who behold my mutilated pile 
Shall brand its rarager with classic rage, 
And soon a titled bard from Britain's Isle, 
Thy country's praise and suffrage shall engage^ 
And fire with Athen's wrongs an angry age.f 
Poets unborn shall sing thy impioas fame. 
And time from history's eteiual page 
Expunging Alaric*s and Omar^s name, 
Shall give to thine alone pre-eminence of shame*'' 

* One of liord Elgin's Tetseli was wrecked in the Archipe- 
f See Lord Byron's Ghilde Harold. 



/ 
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. ODE XVL 

The EDINBURGH REVIEWERS. 

O Matre pulcra filia polehrior» 

O RIGOROUS sons of a clime more severe 
If Horade in London offend^ 

I 

Unbought let him perish, unread disappear) 
But, ah ! do not hasten his end. 

Not whisker'd Geramb who yeracity braves 

In boasting of princely delights^ 
Not R0WI.AND, when thumping the cushion h^ 
raves, 

Of Beelzebub's capering sprites, 

Are mad as the Martyr inTiting the whips 

Of poesy's merciless reign ; 
Who like Mrs. Brownrigg her 'prentices strips^ 
^ Then kills them with famine and paio. 



mmammmt 
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Tis said when the box of Pandora flew ope, 
A treasure was found underneath : 

It seem'd to the Tulgar a figure of Hope^ 
To poets a laureat wreath. 

Twas this ignis fatuus tempting to roam, 
That lighted poor Burks to his fate ; 

That bade him abandon his plough and his home 
To starve amid cities and state. 

Me, too, has the treacherous phantom inspired 

In moments of youthful delight ; 
With lyric presumption my bosom has fir'd, 

To imitate Ho back's might. 

Repentant, henceforth, I will write like a dunce 

In prose all the rest of my life, 
If you, dread dissectors, will spare me this oBce- 

The smart of your critical knife. 



as 



ODE XVII. 

THE WELCH COTTAGE. 

Veloz amaeniuB f»p« Loovtilenu 

To Laura. 

The wood nymphs crown'd with Temal flow*n. 

Who roam thro' Tempe's classic bow'rs 

And sport in gambols antic ; 
If e'er they quit their native Tales, 
Will find around mj cot in Wales^ 

A region more romantic. 

Green pastures girt with pendant rock| 
Along whose steep mj snowj flock, 

AdTenturouslj wa,nders ; 
Impending shrubs and flowe/s diat gleami 
Reflected in the chrjstal stream. 
Which thro' the scene meanders ; 
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In sylvan beauty charm the eye», 
While no ungracious sounds arise 

Of misery or anger ; 
The song of birds, the insect's hun» 
Are neter broken by the drum, 

Or trumpet's brazen clangoc* 

If sleeping echo starts to mark 
The matin carols of the lark) 

Or sounds of early labour |^ 
Again she seeks her calm retreat, 
Till evening calls her to repeat, 

The shepherd's pipe and tabot*. 

Whene'er I woo the muse serene. 
Her magic sinile illumes the scene, 

And brighter tints discloses. 
•But e'en the muses' chaplet fades, 
Unless the hand of Cupid braids 

Her myrtle with bis roses. 

Haste then, my Laura, to my bower, 
And let us give the fleeting hour 
To plciity, love, and pleasure : 
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Wkere wanton boughs an arbour wreathe 
I to thy melting harp will breathe 
My amatory measure. 

Let not the towi^ your soul enthral, 
The crouded rout and midnight ball. 

Those penalties of fashion : 
If nature still have power to please. 
Oh ! hither fly to health and ease, 

And crown a poet's passion. 

No jealous fears shall curb your mind^ 
fi((&re shall no spirit be confin'd 

By prejudiced opinion* 
My L^ura here a Queen shall be, 
From a}^ control and bondage free, 

Sare Qupid's soft dominion. 
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ODE xviir. 

MERRY AND WISE. 

^ T-JT-y-— __1__«__1W^ J. ■ I ■ W ■ I L 

KoUui, Vaie, Mrcii Tite priu fererii arborea. 
To Lord Wellington. 

Vj LET not your tumbrils in Portugal's yalHes 
Empurple the dust with the blood of the Tine, 

But spare it that we in conyiyial sallies, 
May bumper thy prowess in goblets of wine. 

Emboldened by Bacchus we yault o'er the raylin^ 
Or snatch, rosy Venus, thy Paphian prize, 

Now led by the gleam of the Gaul's flashing jay'Iin, 
And now by the blaze of voluptuous eyes. 

But though the god's banner unfurling its flushes^ 
With crimson suffuses his TOtaries* cheeks, 

O let us not tinge them with penitent blushes. 
By arrogant insults or perilous freaks. 
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Invited by Theseus in good humoured clatter, 
The Centaurs assembled, half mao and half beast| 

How quicklj the former was lost in the latter^ 
When lewd inebrietj darkend the feast ! 

Reflect that the laws of punctilio are cruel. 
And oft to the flash of nngOTern'd excess, 
Succeeds the chill awe of the death.dealing duel, 
~ The flash of the pistol — the pang of distress ! 

No, care.killing god, though I revel in gladness, 
And brim the gay goblet with sparkling champagne, 

111 not stain thy altar with victims of madness, 
Nor sacrifice reason to lengthen thy reign. 
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ODE XIX. 

eLEJSING PETULJyCS. 



Mater laia Cnpldf nnn. 

JJahe Venus, who lives but to Tex, 

And Bacchus, the dealer in winoi 
Unite with the love of the Bex, 

To harrass this pow head «f mine. 
Sweet Ellen's the cause of m; woe, 

'Tis madaess ber channs to behold, 
Her bosom's as white as the snow, 

And the heart it enshriaes is as cold. 

Her petulant frowns have more grace 
Than others to gmiles can impart ; 

Hie roses that bloom in her face 
Hare planted their thorns in m; heart. 
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Fair Venus, who sprang from the sea^ 
Despising the hannts of renown, 

Leares Brighton, to frolic with me, 
And spend the whole winter in town. 

I sang of the heroes of Spain, 

Who fight in the Parthian mode ; 
The goddess grew sick at my strain. 

And handed to Vulcan mj ode : 
^* Forbear," she ezclaim'd, ** silly elf, 

^^ With haughty Bellona to rore, 
*** Leave Spain to take care of herself,-— 

^^ Thy song is of Ellen and love/' 

Come, Love, bring the Graces along, 

That Ellen may melt at my woes, 
Let fluent Rousseau gild my tongue. 

And Chesterfield turn out my toes* 
Ah no i I must wield other arms, 

S.weet Ellen, to reign in thy heart. 
When Lore owes to Nature his charms, 

How Tain are the lessons of art. 



I 
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ODE XX. 

THE BARD'S BJNQVET. 

* 

Vile potabif modidf Sabioum. 

To George Colman the Younger. 

AccE^T) comic mortal, this poor imitation ; 
Its birth was propitious tho' humble its claim ; 
Twas penn'd when the Theatres' loud acclamation 
Established for ever your title to Fame* 

When London re.echo8 the praise of Colman, 
Shall I by ray Harp in despondency sit ? 
No H orace in London shall not be the sole man 
Withholding his tribute from genius and wit. 

Then come to iny banquet, 'tis lowly I know it, 
And no pungent relish the appetite lures. 
For what can a dull inexperienced poet, 
Produce that will tickle a palate like yours ! 
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» 

But as to mj i^sts, they shall feast upon treasures 
Sufficient to charm .the most epicure elf; 

My long bill of fare is a budget of pleasures^ 
Comprised in one exquisite item— yourself. 
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ODE XXII. 

THE BAILIFF. 

loteger Tits, icderitqae poroK 

n^HE pauper poet, pure in seal. 
Who aims the Muse's crown to steal. 
Need steal no crown of baser sort. 
To buj a goose, or paj for port. 
He needs not Fortune's poison'd source. 

Nor guard the House of Commons yields^ 
Whether b)r Newgate lie his course. 

The Fleet, King's Bench, or Cold Bath 
Fields. 
For I, whom late, tmproiiiMt, walking, 

The Muse bejond the Terge had led ; 
Beheld a huge bnmbailiff stalking, 

Who stared, but touch'd me not, and fled ! 
A bdliff, black and big like him, 
S« scowling, desperate, and grim. 
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No lock.np house, the gloomj 
Of all the tribe shall breed again. 
Place me bejond the rerge afar, 
Where alleys bliad the light debar, 
Or bid me fascinated lie 
Beneath the creeping cdtchpole's eje ; 
Place me where spnnging houses round 
Attest that bail is nerer found ; 
Where poets starve who write for bread) 
And writs are more than poems read ; 
Still Willi qnklFthe Muse's spring, 

In reason's spite a rhyihing sinner, 
lil sometimes for a* supper sing. 

And sometiiiiet thistle foir a dinner; 



K t 
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ODE XXIII. 



CUPID'S INFITJTION. 



Vitta hionuleo me timilii^ ChloCa 



As the poet dooin*d.to linger,, 

Phillips J in thj shop's retreat. 
Cash for copyright to finger, 

Eyes with dread the neighbouring Fleet». 

Turns with idle terror pale, if 
Bnsy crowds his speed molest, 

Tlunks each passenger a bailiffs 
Every jostle an arrest ; 

Thus, dear Chloe, thus you fly me, 

Prithee bid these fears adieu ; 
,How ungenerous to deny m^ 

What I ne'er denied to you. 
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r 

V 

I'm no ruthless Blue Beardy daily 

Killing wires, agaia to wed ; 
I'm no giant Mrs. Bajky, 

Grinding bones to make mj bread* 



Lore at eighteen is a duty, 

Yield thee, sweet, to Cupid's chain i 
To confine a fulLgrown beauty. 

Mother* $ apron itrings aro yain ! 
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ODE XXIV. 

HORNE TOOKE'i EPITAPH, 



fimM dcfiderio ait pador ant modx. 



* • 



What strain shtdl soothe thy shade, departed 
Tooke ? 

IVhat topic glad Reform's heart-broken throng ? 
Mnse of dead Hammond^ muse of dead Sir Brooke 

Pour the fall tide of elegiac song. 

Beneath a garden's mould (O spot uncouth !) 
Death in perpetual slumber rocks the sage^ 

Saviour of syntax, speaker of home truth, 
Pride, shame, and martyr of a thankless age. 

Gale Jones and Jones Burdett deplor'd his fall, 
But thine, dear knight, is sorrow's heariest shower ; 

Who aow shall tinge thy scattered ink with gall ? 
Who prompt thy studies ia a second Tower ? 
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Of Swedenborg thou ne'er liast learnt the tricks, 
Whofe magic wand the dead from death retrieres ; 

Thj feer close guarded on the shores of Stjx, 
Swells the black cattle of the God of Thieres. 

'Tis hard— bnt watching for the human soul, 
Troop)i of blue devUs hoi^r o'er the globe ; 

Trick them, and quaff from resignation's bowl 
What Job's \hii i^earted Mends prescrib'd to Job. 
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ODE XXV. 



MY GODWIN! 



JHurdut jnncUtt qvatiimt fenestras. 



OuB Temple yoqth, a lawless traiii, 
Blockading Johnson's window pane, 
No longer land thy solemn strain, 

M3; Godwin ! 
Chaucer's a mighty tedions elf, 
Fleetwood lires only for himself^ 
And Caleb Williams lores the shelf, 

My Godwin I 

No longer cry the sprites nnblest, 
'< Awake ! arise ! stand forth confessed !** 
For fallen, fallen is thy cres^ 
My Godwin I 
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Thy muse for meretricious feats, 
Does quarto penance now in sheets. 
Or cloathing parcels roams the streets, 
My Godwin ! 



Thy fiame at Luna's lamp thou lightest, 
Blank is the verse that thou indit'st. 
Thy play is daipn'd, yet still thou writ'st, 

My Godwin ! 
And;still tA wield the grey goose quill, 
When Phoebus sinks, to feel no chill, 
" With me is to be lovely still," 

My Godwin ! 

Thy winged steed (a bit of blood) 

Bore thee, like Trunnion, through the flood, 

To leave thee sprawling in the mud, 

My Godwin ! 
But carries now, with martial trot, 
In glittering armour, Walter Scott, 
A poet he— which thou art not, 

My Godwin I 
s 5 
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Nay, nay, forbear these jealoua wails^ 
Tho' he's upborne on fashion's gales, 
Thy heavy bark attendant sails, . 

My Godirin I 
Fate each by different streams tonreys 
His skiff in Aganippe plays, 
And thine in Lethe's whirlpool strays, 

t • • • • 

My Godwin ! 
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ODE XXVI. 

THE STRAW BONNET. 

. • — — - 

Musis arnicas, tristidam et metin. 

Belov'd hj the Nine, I kare care till to morrow, 
And cull pleasure's roses while jet in their bloom; 

The winds that blow round me shall dissipate sorrow. 
And bear the blue devils to Pharoah's red tomb. 

Thy Emperor, Gaul, may astonish the nations, 
While Neptune forbids him to Britain to roam. 

He's free to sow discord in German plantations, 
Then marry, the better to reap it at home. 

Ye Muses, who bathe in clear fountains, and dwell in 
The regions of rhyme with Apollo aboye, 

Oh ! aid me to sing of my favourite Ellen, 
And warbl« in chorus the accents of love* 
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Comey weaye me a chaplet to deck her straw bonnet, 
Tho' small the applause that jour labour secures; 

For sure, if there's faith in my sight or my sonnet^ 
Her roses and lilies are brighter than your's. 
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ODE XXVII. 

THE BUMPER TOAST. 

Natis ia woin lastitiie scyphis. 

^j___. __^ • *• 

\ • 

Aw AT with dull politics ! piythee let's talk 
Of something to set all the club in a titter ; 

The aim of conyiyial meetings we baulk, 
When thus we our sweetest enjoyments embitter. 

Fill, fill up a bumper, be merry and wise, 
And check these dissentions before thej too far 

day, Colonel, what pretty girl's arrowy eyes 
Hare chosen your heart for their amorous target. 

Refuse ! then the bottle no farther shall pass x 
NsLjy hang it, this chilling reserre is a folly ; 

I'm sure it's no cherry cheeked nursery lass, 
No three per cent, dowdy^ no demirep DoUy« 
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Come, whisper ; my ear is as safe as the Bank^ 
Where all that goes ia is for ever impounded. 

What, Lucy ! adzooks ! then your prize is a blank. 
With imps in blue jackets for life you're sur. 
rounded. 

Mrs. Clarke's costly freaks she will presently beat> 
And if you donU quit the extraTagant wench,' 

You'll soon quit the Army to starve in the Fleet, 
Or change your own seat for his Majesty's Bench. 



1 
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ODE XXVIII. 



LUCRETIUS JND DK. BUSBY. 



Te maris et tfmf nqoteroqae cwentb axt/tetr 

ZiUCRBTius, tho' thy numbers conld embrace, 
(Thus Busby spoke} the secret plans of Fate, 
Lay bare the haunts of matter, form, and spacf., 
And all creation in thy song create ; 

O'er thy dead stanza3 now AJ^achne we^iires 
Her web to hide thee frpm^ a buzzing croud; 
DishonouraJUe duf^t o'erspreads thy leaves, 
And flermes wraps thee in obliyion's shroud* 

To whom, Lucretius — ^fugitire and fl^t^ 
Religion's dogmas yield to J^geH toQtb » 
Lik§ t]if loos|; sand beiifeiU(i Achilles' feet. 
They melt or crumble at the touch of Truth. 



88 HORACE IN LONDON. BOOK I. 

Each mjstic zealot, heaTenward points the waji 
Heay*n mocks alike the artist aod the art : 
"Where is thj solar system, Tjcho Brahe ? 
Where now thy eddying Tortices, Des Cartes ? 

Some dreaming seers, vith angels conTerse hold^ 
Some, teiz*d by Satan, Faith's palladium guard. 
Paine, Priestley, sleep in transatlantic mould, 
And Godwin slumbers in Saint Paul's Church Yard. 

■ 

One night o'ershadows systems old and new. 
Death to one fatal ferry ail consigns, 
And not a head amid the sapient crew, 
But whispers, tfete a t^te, with Proserpine's. 

Me too, death summons to my kindred soil. 
Philosophy's new lamp ontdazzles mine : 
Outdazzles ! no, dipp'd in thy midnight oil 
My glimmering taper yet again may shine. 

Arouse thee, rhymster, bid thy boy rehearse : 
And, whilst around thy drowsy audience nod, 
Lest the pale urchin mar thy laboured yerse, 
Wield o'er his trembling head thy grandsire's rod. 



] 
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So may Apollo in Queen Ann Street West 
Full o*er thy muse his warbling choir uncage, 
Names fill thy index, Plutus fill thy chest, 
And dedication smooth thy hot pressed page* 

Hah ! donbt'st thou, recreant ? does thy lazy wif 
To snatch from Lethe's pit my yerse refuse ? 
Then may new Drury*s widely yawning pit. 
Overwhelm thy urchin, and engulph thy muse. 

That threat prerails, thou sweefi'st thy classic 

chords ; 
Laud we the Gods ! Lucretius now is free ; 
Come affluent Commoners, come pursy Lords, 
Down with your dust, to sliake the dust from mo^ 



90 



ODE XXIX. 

The TERMJGJNT. 

led beatis nnnc Arabum ioTideiu 

I ■ I ■ ■ ■ < ■ I I ■ I mmm-mmlmmmt^m^mmmm^t^ 

To Lucy. 

Ayi^ Lucy, how chang'd are 107 prospects in lifti 
Since first you awaluen'd lore's flame I 

So hupble a bride^ such a petulent ^vife^ 
pad^^po^s 1 I scarce think jron the suma. 

That badge which the husband's ascendance secures^ 
(The poor sans culottes neyer wore 'em) 

Yon arrogate now as prescriptiTely yours^ * 
In spite of all sense and decorum. 

No longer your smile like a sunbeam appters. 

But clouds your fair yisage deform, 
Which quickly find yent in a deluge of tears. 

Or burst into thunder aind storm. 



! who will now question that Venas's doTe 
Transform'd to a Vulture may feed 

On the sensitive heart of the victiin of loTe^ 
Condeinn*d in close fetters to bleed ; 

Since you whom so lately an angel I thought. 

Now acting the termagant's part, 
Exult o'er the fetters which wedlock has wrought. 

And tear wlthoujt mercy my heart. 

Your temper is changed from serene to perrerse, 
Your tongue from endearment to clatter ; 

1 took you, for better, as well as for wort«, 

But find you lure wholly the latter. 
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ODE XXX. 

PRIVATE BOXES. 
Written during tkejfirst O. P war. 



O Vennt, regiiMi Cnidi Paphiqne. 

O Venus, Queen of Drury Laue ! 

Soft partiza^f of amorous doxies, 
Oer 'tall Soho no longer reign, 

But patronize our PrlTate Boxeg. 

Let Cupid, airdent chaperon, 

To Hart^treet iead the London graces^ 
As loose of manners as of zone, 

With bosoms bare, and brazen faces. 

Brirg with thee, dame, a tempting shoir 
Of girls fantastic, gay and jolly ; 

Age without thee is sapient woe. 
And with thee, youth is joyous folly. 
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Bring, too, the footpad demigod, 
Who once outwitted wise Apollo ; 

O'er paths by truant Venus trod, 
SI7 Mercury is sure to follow. 
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ODE XXXI. 



TO APOLLO. 



Chiid dcdieatnm poedt ApoUi 



WhAt aaks the Bard who first inyadet 
With Totive Terse Apollo's shrine^ 

And lulls with midnight serenades 
Thee, male Duenna of the Nine ? 

Not Teii'son, darling of the church. 
Mutton will serve his turn as well ; 

Nor costly turtle dress'd by Birch— 
fie spurns the /a/ to sound the ekell. 

Fearing to trust to dubious stockSy 
He ne'er inyests his money there. 

And Tiews with scorn the London Docki^ 
Perch'd on Ids castle ia the air* 
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Ye sanbumt peasantry of Gaul, 

Go prune you Tines for Norfolk's lord^ 

Bis jovial table welcomes all, 
And laughing plenty crowns his board. 

Fayourite of Bacchus ! see him lay 
His comrades senseless on the floor. 

And then march soberly away, 

With tioMeg three, a^, tSotiieiltlies fourw 

My skill in Wines is quscldy said, 
I drink them but to mAe me merry;' 

Claret and port alike are red, 
Champagne it white akid set iff Asnf. 

Gratit m^, ye powers, tt middle stete/^ 
Remote from poverty aild wealtii ;^ 

Above the poor, below the great, 
A body and a mind in heaidu 

And when oH Time upim thls'liead^ . 

Hif MoWy bom^ shall imparty 
Oh grant thut he mwy neVer spread 
' l4i-fr«%iti|iiillw»aeetomjrte8ffi« 



» 
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ODE XXXII. 

To the COMIC MUSE. 

Poidmiiiy li qaid vacoi Mib ambm. 

SwKET Muse ! beneath Apollo's ray. 
If eTer I, •your charms adoring, 

Begot a jocund roundelay, 

The noisy gods thought worth encoring' 

Come now, and with your archest smile, 
Inspire^ sweet maid, a comic ditty, 

Something In^Colman's humorous style, 
And just about one third as witty. 

V 

By either sister lov'd, caress'd, 
^^9 f^7 deceiver, picks and chnses : 

To serve two masters is no jest. 
But he contrives to serve two muses. : 



^.^ -.^mM 
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Now he pourtrays the man of pelf, 
Unmoyed by Yarico's disaster ; 

And now the Latki-qnoting elf. 
Still cringing to the wealthiest master. 

To Afric'8 sultry plain conrey'd, ' 
To paint the ardent Moor's distresses. 

He toys with SuttOy dingy maid, , 
With eyes as sable as her tresses. 

From grave to gay he loves to fly,. 

Whilst I' with yon alone would tarry ; 
A constant Colonel Standard I, 

And he a volatile Sir Hany, 

O pride of Phoebus ! heavenly fair I 
Rare visitant at great men's tables. 

Whose smiles can make old fashioned care, 
Doff for awhile his suit of sables, 

Enroll me on your jovial staff, 
Sworn foe to. sentimental sadness. 

And 1 will live to love and laugh. 

And wake the lyre to you and gladness. 

F 
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ODE XXXIII. 



CROSS PVRFOSES, 



Albif ne doleai pins nimioy memor* 

1 18 folly yourself aini your readers to Tex, 
With Terses as feeble and bald as old Q. ; 
Your Fanny but echoes the creed of her sez^ 
Preferring a younger Adonb to you. 

Amanda, the mild, follows Ned thro' the Park, 
From Kensington Gardens to Cumberland Gate^ 

Tet Ned, an ungrateful and Tolatile spark, 
Adores a Tirago, and truckles to Kate. 

But sooner the shark from West Indian seas, 
Shall swim in a bowl, and by children be fed, 

Than Kitly, as rampant as Pope's Eloise, 
Surrender the mistress, and marry with Ned. 



«DB XlLXUI. CROSS PURPOSES, 



$9 



So wills Madame Venus : she's eyer delighted 
To join ybung and old in one wearisome jokCf 

Then tortures the bosom with flames nnrequitedt 
And thinks our misfortunes an excellent jolce* 

Why cannot I loTe pretty Susan, or Poll/, 
Or gentle Nannette, or dear sensltiye Janet 

The answer, alas ! but exposes mj foil j— - 
I court loTelj Ellen^ and court her in Tain. 

> 

I'd give all I'm worth to be able to hate her ; 

She smileS) and I picture consent in her eye^ 
When, cold and deceitful as ice to a skaiter, 

She tempts me to pleasure, but leares me to die. 



v% 
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ODE XXXIV. 



C(ELEBS IN SEARCH OF J WIFE. 



Parciis Deonim cultor et infrequens. 

1mt£igled by Hume from the Temple of Trath^ 
From Piety's sheepfold a stray lamb, 

I laugh'd and I sang, a mere reprobate youth, 
As seldom at church as Sir Balaam. 

But now thro' a crack in my worldly wise head, 

A ray of new light sheds a blaze. 
And back with the speed of a zealot, I tread 

The wide metaphysical maze. 

Of late thro' the Strand as I saunter'd away, 

A curricle gave me new life. 
For oh ! in that curricle, spruce as the day, 

Sate CosLEBs in search of a wieb ! 
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Majestic as thunder he roU'd thro' the air, 

His horses were rapidly driyen, 
I gaz'd like the pilgrim ia VAnitj.fair, 

When Faithful was snatch'd into Hearen. 

I.oud bellow'd the monsters in Pidcock's abyss, 
Old Tagabond Thames caught the sound, 

It shook the Adelphi^ it scar'd gloomy Dis, 
And Styx swore an oath underground. 

The Puritan rises, Philosophy falls, 
When touched by his Harlequin rod ; 

The cobler and prelate from separate stalls, 
Chaunt hymns to the young demigod. 

The beardless reformer leares London behind, 
He wanders o'er woodland and common, 

And dives into depths theologic, to find 
That darkest of ,swans-^a wliite woman. 

The Pilgrim of Bunion felt wiser alarms. 
His darling at home could not bind him, 

'Twas Death and the Devil when lock'd in her arms, 
'Twas HeaT«n— when he left h«r behind him« 



10% 



BOKACE IK LONDON. 



ODE XXXV. 



• » 



O Div«| gnUmn qu« icgb Antiwu 

To Fortune. 

GoDDBssl by gratefol gulls ador'dy 
Whose wand can make a clown a lord^ 

And liNrds to coachmen humble : 
Whose Midas tonch oar gold supplies^ 
Then bids oar wealth in paper rise, 

Rbe ! jpoands I I should say tnmbk ! 



Thee barking Fire Assurance baits ; 
With face as brazen as her plates 

She in tky lobby lingers : 
But fire, alas! to smoak will tarn. 
And sharers, though no houses bum, 

Are sure to bum tbeijr fingers. 
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In troubled wi^er t^ihen fish, 

Locks, docks, canals, their utmost wish ; 

They're welcome if they loTe Itr 
They who on water money lend, 
Can seldom manage, in the end. 

To keep their heads aboTe it 



Who sinks kt earth but sinks in cash ; 
Tb to make nothing but a smash, 

Do nothing, but undoing : 
New bridges halt amid the flood^ 
New roads desert us in the mud. 

And turn out ** roads to nun.*^ 



The knavish crew, in bubbles skilPd, 
pNext, high in uir their castles build, 

But air, too, mocks their trouble ; 
Balloons to eartii too quickly slope. 
And Winsok's 6ra«, like Wivdsor's Soap^ 

When blown, appears a bubble* 



*p^ 
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Oh Fortune ! id thy giddy marchy 

Kick down (and welcome) Highgute Arck^ 

But be content with one ill. 
When from the gallery rain nods, 
Oh ! whisper silence to the gods. 

And spa-re the Muses^ TunneW^ 



Grim bankruptcy thy path besets 
With one great seal and three gazettes 

Suspended from her shoulders : 
Diggers and nriners swell her train. 
Who haying bored the earth in Tain^ 

Now bore the poor share.holders* 

While Yulgar dupes compell'd to pay, 
Dccoy'd too far to fly away, 

Are caught and pluck'd like tame ducks, 
Their pools of fancied wealth are lakes 
Wherein their cash makes ducks and drakes, 

Till they tbemseWes are lame ducks* 

4 

* This alludes to a ridiculous Farce, which met with ond*- 
Sf rved favor a^ the time of Its appearance, aod it now de- 
•trvedly forgotten* 
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Farces lik« those to send adrift, 
Blind Goddess, gire my farce a lift, 

And bid me touch the Spanish : 
Too weak to brave the critics' scorn. 
So shall it serre the weak to warn, 

And quack Impostors banbk. 



Those rampant ^* minions of their breed,** 
Too long from Ketch's halter freed^ 

Pursue their slippery counes. 
Gorged with their asinine repast. 
Oh, grant they may devour at last 

Themselves, like Duncan's hovses. 



lOS 
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ODE XXXVI. 

THE GAOL DELIVERY. 



Scrape tKe fiddles, nil» the glasses ; 

Jore bestowd, to sweeten life, 
Claret, nusic, dice, imd lasses j 

Fill about, and baoiah strife. 
Find some flat wbo apes his betters, 

Bid him cook a tayern treat ; . 
BUthest of insolTent debtors, ' 

Florio issaes from the Fleet. 

Mark with what a merrj maxaani, 
Nightly poaching where they list, 

Elbow shaking sons of hazard 
Shake his honorable fist. 
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But his brother, gay and JQlIjr^ 

Simpen with sincerest gl«e : 
Sons of the same mother, Foil j. 

Who can wonder they igree ? 

Tap we now our heels in dancing 

Tipsily along the floor : 
When the burgundy's adyancing, 

Heel taps shall exist no more* 
Thornton, aid us in our waltzing. 

Aid us, Bacchus, in our reels : 
If we stumble, why the faults in 

Polished floors and brazen heels. 

Bring burnt toast and pepper'd derils^ 

Dry provocatiTes to drink ; 
Smile, Aurora, on our reTels, 

Fin the bowl, boys, to the brink* , 

In a joTial hob and nob let 

Kitty with the youth contend, 
Quaff^ like Ammon's son, the goblet :^* 

Joy to our unprlson'd friend I 



<fcp«»~ 
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Kitty on each riral brother 

Turns in tnm her leering eye, 
Dubious whether this or t'odier 

Best deserve her tender isigh. 
Should Old Nick hereafter waver, 

To decide, like Kitty, loth, 
Horace, as a special favor, 

To his care surrenders — both« 
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ODE XXXVIL 

LOB'S POUND. 

The Poet rejoiceth in the return of tranquillity , 
after the imprisonment of Sir Francis Burdett 
in the Tower. 



Nunc est bibendaniy none pede liberow 

— ^— ^— — — ^-^~— — — — ^— ^— ^^^-^-^ — 

** Now broach ye a pipe of the best Malyoiiie,*' 

'Tis sold at the Marmioii tavern, 
Come, feast upon turtle, and sing a Scotch glee^ 
And dance round the table in grand jnbilee^ 
Like so many hags in a cavern. 

*Ti8 wroDg to draw corks in tlie midst of a row^ 
Old Port is fhe devil when shaken ; 

The caption was novel, I needs must allttw ; 

An Englishman's house was his casile till' now> 
But castles are now and then takem 
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• J 

Dame Fortune had giTen Sir Francis a dram--* 

Yonr drunkards will nerer \^ quiet ; 
He said) '* Mr. Serjeant, your warrant's a sham. 
Upheld by the rabble ; I'll stay where I am.^ 

So London was all in a riot. 

Bnt soon Mr. Serjeant surmounted the basement, 
Which only made John Bull the gladder ; 

For back he was push'd, to his ntter amazement ; 

The baronet smird when he saw from the casement 
His enemies mounting a ladder. 

At length all the c<Hutablei broke in below ; 

Quoth Gibbs, ^ It is legal, depend on't.* 
Thus riding in chace of a Doe or a I^e, • 
The flying bumbaiiiff cries '* yoijf I Mfy Ao T 

And seize? tho luqkleti defendant* 

Sir Francis, determined flie qne^kioA to try^ 

Was quietly reading law latin; 
Not able, fund thei^ose not wDUng to 4y« 
He saw all the Parliament foroea draw nii^i 

As firm aa tha chiir tha(h« lat iiu 



4 
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His lady was by, and she play'd on her lote» 

And sung " Will ^ou come to the bower /^ 
The Serjeant at ArmSy who was hitherto mitte^ 
Advanced and exclaim'd, like an ill.natnr'd bmto^ 
** Sir Knight, wUljfou come to the Tower ^" 

He mounted the carriage, by numbers oppress*d, 

But first, With a dubious iotentloa, 
Like Queen Cleopatra he secretly press'd 
Two serpents, in tender adieu, to his breast, 
Whose names I had nfther not mention. 

'Tis thus other Wimbledon heroes attain 

The suBoait of posthumous fame ; 
They doclfo their pursuers through alley and lane, 
But when they discover resistauoe is Taln^ 

They kick. up a dust, and die game. 
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ODE XXXVIII. 



THE BILL OF FARE. 



Pertloot odi puer apparatu* 

— — — ■ ■ -I iij ■ ■ Li III, , ■ I V I m 

Here, Waiter, I'll dme in this box, 
I'Te look'd at your long bill of ikr« ; 

A Pythagiarean it shocks 
To view all the rarities there. 

I'm not orerburthen'd with cash, 
Roast beef is the dinner for me ; 

Then why should I eat calipash^ 
Or why should I eat calipee 9 



eD£ XXXVIII. TH£ BILL OF FARC. ]}S 

Your trifle's no trifle, 1 ween, 

To customers prudent as I am ; 
Your peas in December are green, 

But I'm not so green as to buy 'em. 

With ven'son I seldom am fed- 
Go bring me the sirloin, jou ninnjr ; 

\^'ho dines at a guinea a head 

Will ne'er by his head get a guinea* 
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BOOK 11. ODE I 



THE FIRST 0. P. WJR, 



Motnm ex Metello consule ciTiciiiii* 



To Mr. Kemble. 



When citU commotion beleagneri the Thane^ 

Vfhen tempests assafi aged Lear^ 
When the ghost of old Hamlet amaies the Daiie^ 
In Richard the crael, or Hotspur the Tain^ 
O when shall your equal appear ? 

The wreath of applause what philosopher scorns t 

Tis a crown of the sweetest moss roses ; 
But when it the brow of an actor adorns, 
The public will mix a few good^natur'd thorns, 
To tickle his ears when he dozes. 



1 
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Awhile to your theatre nov bid adieu ; 

Fl7» fLj, from the tamult and riot ; 
Attempt Dot your trancheon and staff to renew^ 
Bmt give them to Townssnd, to help to subdoa 

The foes to new prices and qoiet. 

For hark ! what a discord of bogles and bells. 

What whistling, and springing of rattles I 
What screaming, and groaning, and hissing^and yeUs^ 
Till mad headed Mammon his yictims impels 
To scofle, roW) not^ and battles. 

And now from the barracks of Bow Street, alack 1 
A band nn^er Tijmnaend and Soyen^ 

WaTe high tiicir gilt staves, while the doll sounding 
thwack 

Falls frequent and thick on the enemies' back* 

Or Tisits their pate with a merry toned cracky 
In aid of King John and the Players. 

The BUlingsgate muses, indignant to find 

Catalan! and fiddlers from Paris 
Usurping their place, in revenge hare combined 
To kick np this dnst in the popular mind, 

So fatal to Kemble and Harris. 
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What surlj brown bear has not gladly received 
The milkers who old prices stick to ? 

At Bow Street what knight is not sorely aggrley'd ? 

Where Christians are cross'd, UnbelieTers belieVd^ 
Oh story *' mirabile dietu V 

To mix in this warfare regardless of fear. 
What 'prentice or clerk is unwilling ? 
From Smithfieid and Wappiog what heroes appear. 
Who fight^ I acknowledge, for all they hold deary 
When the object of war's the last shilling. 

What fists of defiance the pugilists wield ! 

What Jews haye not had bloody noses ^ 
What yictim of law, who to Mainwaring yields. 
But gladly for ever would quit Cold Bath fleldi 

To fight here " pro aris et focis" ? 

But gently, my muse, hush your angry ton'd lyre. 

From TOWS so disgraceful remoTe; 
And seated at home by your own parlour fire, 
Let Beauty and Bacchus your numbers inspire 
To melody, laughter, and love. 



1 
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ODE II. 



Nttllns argento color est avarifc 

• - - 

. To the ffanstead Lueullus, 

If we don't make manure of our mdne^r^ 
And spread it that others may thrive,' 
'Tis useless as ungather'd honey 
Neglected to rot in the hi?e. 

Fame, trampling on ribbons and garters. 
And scoffing at guineas as dross, 
Lifts o'er the rich reprobate Chartres, 
The poor benefactor of Ross. 

To govern your mental diseases, 
Is boasting a far wider way. 
Than if you could double your leases, 
And Blenheim to Wanstead convey. 
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With dropsical feTers unhealthj, 
Our drinkiDg increases our thirst ; 
E'en such is the fate of the wealthj, 
Bj quenchless cupidltjr curs'd. 

The mob on the ninth of N ovemberi 
Who shoat mt mj Lord and his mace, 
Suppose him the happiest me)nber| 
Of Fortunes ga)^ liTeried race. 

Such fancies can never ioTeigle 
Mei^ cast in phiiosophj^s mould ; 
They, proud as the sun*daring eagle, 
G(aie firm and undazaled on gold. 



J 
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ODE III. 

PaiLOSOPHtC ENJOYMENT. 

JEqnam memeiito rebus in arduii. 

To H. JB. Esq. 

Whxk Fortiin«y fickle jade's unkind, 
Preserve the philosophic mind^ 

That dignifies it*8 bearer ; 
And when the goddess opes her hand, 
Receiye her purse, but scorn the band 

That blinds its subject wearer. 

Whether condemned, by filters decree. 
To toil in town, and learti, like me, 

Economy from Rnmford ; 
Or bless*d in all that yon desire, 
Liring, as now, a jovial squire^ 

In luxury and comfort* 
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In Windsor's green romantic glades, 
The ^^ Monarch's and the I^Iuses" shades^ 

By silrer Thames reclining, 
Unfetter'd now your mind may soar, 
On Aganippe's hallow'd shore. 

The mose's wreath entwining. 



Quaff, while you may, your choicest wine, 
Let beauty and the muse combine 

To'crown your classic leisure j 
Snatch what the fickle fates supply, 
Enjoy the roses 'ere they die, 

And give a loose to pleasure. 

Death pays no deference to name, 
Peasant or Prince 'tis all the same; 

Unsparing king of terror, 
His warrant cannot be delay'd, 
Nor his proceedbgs quash'd or stay'd 

By any writ of error. 



J 
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Yoor heir, perc&ance, when you're remofied^ 
ImproYing on what 70a improTed^ 

To give his Umte expansion. 
May fell your groTes, implant the lawn. 
And with a newer grace adorn 

Your metamorphosed mansion. 



Grim Cerberus at random snaps ; 
Life is a stage laid out in traps, 

A pantomimic rision; 
Some lire to see the curtain drop, 
And down some prematurely pop, 

Like Banquo's apparition. 
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ODE IV. 

THE JCTRESS. 

mm I I I I I I 11. ■ , \ m 

Ne sit aocille tibi amor pudoii. 

Aur Actress ! well, I own 'tis true, 
But why should HbAt your love stkbdi^ey 

Qr bid you blush for Polly ? 
When all within is sense and WorOi, 
To care fof modes of life, or birth, 

Is arrant pride and folly. 

A Polly, in a former age, 
Resign'd the Captain, and the stage. 

To shine as Bolton's Duchess. 
Derby and Craven since have shown 
That virtue builds herself a throne. 

Ennobling whom she touches. 



la each new paDtomime that's hatched^ 
The Columbine is quiekly snatched, 

To wed sone wealthy suitor : 
•Tis « All for love, the world well losf*— • 
What pupil calculates the cost, 

When passion is the tutor ? 



Why, all the world's a stage, and we, 
Its pantomimk pageantry* 

Change places and conditions : 
Fortune's the magic fiarleqain» 
Whose Conch diffuses o'er the scene 

Fantastic tcanspositions. 



Your Polly in her reins may bear 

The blood, perchance, of London's Mayor, 

Who smote the King^s reriler ; 
Whose mace a monarch's life secures. 
But slays an ancestor of yours, 

In knocking down Wat Tyler. 

o 2 
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She who is artless, ehaste, refin'd, \ 
Disinterested) pure in mind) 

Unsoil'd with rice's leayeni 
Has that nobility within, 
Wliich kings can neither give nor win.; . 

Her patent is frOm heaven. 



Discard jour dovbts— ^jour suit prefer, 
Yon dignify yourself, not her» 

By honourable passion : 
And if your noble friends should stare^ 
Go, bid them show a happier pair 

Among the fools of fashion. 
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ODE V. 



THE UNFLEDGED MVSEi 



Jfondom fob mctk ferrejogiira ywlH, 
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X OUR Mvse b too yomig (or the timde^ 

Forbear the poor soul to caress : 
The tender, the delicate maid 
Will die with the weight of the press. 



Still let her on Pegasus straj, 
But pace, in a canter at most, 

The meads of La Belle Assemblce, 
The Ladies' Mnseom and Post. 

To critical batteries blind, 
How many a Tolnnteer muse. 

Her magazines leaying behind, 
Has met with her death in reTiews. 
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Then weigh well (he pros and the conSy 
Shew nought of the goose but its quill ; 

Get tribute from critical dons. 
And then touch the Spanish at will. 

Then jallbp, or cantcor, or trot, 
Your muse will the labour endure : 

Fight -cap.a.pled heroes with Scott, 
Woo sensitive beauty with Moore ; 

Then rhyming^ or prosing, or soft, 
Or rugged, jour thoughts jou may blab ^ 

"Write egotist essays with Loft, 
Or Workhouse heroics with Crabbe. 

While booksellers kiddk your um^ 

And puff your funereal fires, 
Your flame shall continue to bum, 

Long'after your fuel expires* 
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ODE VI. 

THE CLASSIC FILL J. 

8^limi» Gadctaditiie nicc«n« 

IMusE, at whose gate Tre oft times kooc^^'d,.* 
In fancy's dream thy charms c^resfiag ; 

Whose maid my dignity has shock'd 
As oft, by answering, Sir, she's dressing* 

O'er my la^t lay iby gold do^t shake, 

A guinea for each line I spin is 
The lowest farthing 1 can take ; » 

The whole will cost three thousand guineas. 

Then let me write from youth to age, 
And when the critics dub me Crassus^ 

W4th a low bow I'll quit the stage« 
And sport a villa near Parnassu8« 
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Safe from adTenitj's attacks, 

Thete let me quaff from Phoebus' cbaliee, 
In a snug house, like trusty Mac\ 

Adjoining to my soTereign*s palace. 

But if the euTious fates refuse. 
And dub my tuneful swan a raveii. 

Pack thy portmanteau, injured muse, 
And seek with me Brita^nnia's haTen. 

A lane near Cripplegate extends, 
Grub Street 'tis calPd, the London Pindas, 

Where, but that Bards are seldom friends. 
Bards might shake hands from adverse windows* 

There Thyrsis tunes his oaten leed, 
(Nought oaten else to make him merry) 

There graye Virginia smokes her weed» 
And Juniper distils his berry. 

All loftier tenants 1 discard, 

I soar to catch Apollo's favour ; 
The attic floor shall. prop the bard. 

And atUc salt his porridge lavour. 



ODE VI. 



THE CLASSIC VILLA. 



lag 



And wlien the poet's goal I reacby 
With body lean and tonic shabby, 

Channt, wtdow'd inase^ mj dying speech^ 
And shroud my ashes in the abbey. 
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ODE VII. 

JN OLD ACQUAINTANCE. 

O Mepe meciim tempiw in nltimum* 

I - — — — 

Oh ! whence are 7011 come, 

My crony, my chum, 
In boyhood's bright sun-shiney weather ? 

What shock of tiie spheres. 

After so many years, 
Has thrown us again both together ? 

How oft you and I 
Have drank ourseltes dry, 

Till mounting high over our heads^ 
Mom enter'd the casement, 
And stared with amazement. 

To find US not yet in Qur beds. 
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One night at tli6 BrUiBht 

We grew, rather skiitish. 
And sallied out fighting the rabble ; 

But the guardians of night, 

Put our Talonr to flight, 
And I lost my bat in the squabble* . 

Fair cloud-cover d Venus, 

Intruding betwejpn us, ^ 

Me carried away froito the battle ; 

While you, left at large« 

Returned to the charge^ 
And bore off a lantborn and rattle. 

^is 8ix:-*come and dine, 

And orer our wine 
Well talk of onr juTenile lanrels ; 

What boys were we then I 

But DOW we are men^ 
And seldom engage in street'qnarrels. 

At tweWe let arsnp, 
We'll not keep it up 
All mght, like yonr rakc-bell j lanterc ^ 
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At three, or half after, 
The goddess bf laughter. 
Shall bear off the empty decanters. 

We'll talk of oar gambols. 

Our riots and rambles, 
Till Phoebus looks out of his garret ; 

Two bottles in one, 
» Are excellent fun, 
So^ waiter— a magnum of claret. 
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ODE VIII. 



To Mrs. MARY JNNE CLARKE. 



Ulla d jorit dbi p^nUi 

If, furious as your seeming fibs, 
Fate aided by Sir Vicarj Gibbs, 

On thee, frail fair one, pouncing. 
Had pair'd one nail or drawn one tooth, 
While tooth and nail you fought for truth, 

I might have thought youbouncing. 



But now, the grand inquiry o'er, 
m YovL blaze upon us more and* more, 

For public life grown fitter-^ 
To Westbourne Place all parties go— 
At lovers' peijuaries we know, 

Great Jove himself will tltter» 

t 
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Whether a widow or a wife, 

Who cares ? admit your priyate life 

Than Erebus were fouler ; 
The public is indifferent quite. 
Whether upon a given night, 

You lept with me or Dowler. 

Paha! Venus laughs at tricks like these^ 
EJer nymphs, whatever their degrees, 

Will cheat when they are able. 
Yes, when commissions are the bait. 
E'en Dulwich iiermits emulate 

The Santon in the fable, 

ft 

New lovers swell your list ; the old 
StIU make their suit, all potent gold 

UnwilliD^ to abandon : 
Revolving time may view again, 
Bowing obsequious in your train. 

Some future Captain Sandon. 

Mothers by you their daughters warn. 
And bid the tittering hussies scorn 
Your scandalous bekaviag* 



ODE Vtll. TO MBS. CLARKS. lS5 

The prudent) parsimonious sire, 
Trembles to see bis son admire 
Your mezzotint engraving. 

Tbe blushing bride your name reviles, 
And in jour fascinating smiles 

Anticipates disaster. 
The Cit who keeps a Clarke like you, 
His Saturnaliaii fete will me, 

And find the Glerk the master. 
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ODE IX. 

■ 

THE YOUNG WIDOW. 

Nob lemper imbKi aiiblbiif Uipidoib 

i 
"is or for ever bleak NoTember, 

Chills the gayly dancing boars ; 

Rolling time, dear girl, remember. 

Decks the bright parterre With flowers* 

Ice the Serpentine may eover, 

Oaks their leafless boughs display ; 
What care I i the winter over. 

Soon shall follow laughing May. 

Why should'st thou, all joy denying^ 

Still in tears thy 'kerchief steep i 
Pale Aurora hears thy sighing, 

Setting Phoebus sees thee weep* ^ 
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Clad in bombazeen and cam'iet, 
Gertrude wept a monarch dead : 

See her soon, forgetting Hamlet^ 
Take his brother to her bed. 

Dido torn from poor Sichasus, 

Thus repining sought relief : 
*^ Anna ! donH you think JEneas 

*^ Might contrive to heal my grief f 

Thy good man in sleep reposes ; 

Soon thou wilt another choose : 
Widow's weeds all turn to roses^ 

When a comely suitor woos* 

Give the hours to joyous greeting^ 

Vulgar sorrows far abore ; 
Youth and beauty, O how fleeting 1 

O how fleeting, woman's love ! 

Zjet us sing the song you relish. 

Who at Brighton bears the beU| 
Walking Barclay, racing Mellish, 
Fun, ^nd yive la bagatelle! 
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Tears from Pluto's dark dominion 

Cannot now thy husband kieep ; 
If they could, 'tis my opinion 

Those bright eyes would cease to weep I 
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ODE X. 

Rectim vives, Lieini, neqne allom. 

TO ROMEO, 

On his late Fall from hU Curridi* 

Sound. Romeo, sound a wise retreat, 
For though the town's applause is sweety 

It's hiss is dire and horrid ; 
Nor when you give the boards the slip. 
And change the truncheon for the wllip, 

P&Te Pftll Mali with your forehead. 

Philosophy nor wastes nor spateS| 
Starves not to benefit his heirs. 

Nor spends his all in riot ; 
Dines not at nine a Dulie to meet, 
Nor dires at one, in Dyot Street, 

For Ordinary diet* 
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When ice encrusts the slippery bank^ 
The tallest fall with heaviest spank, 

(The bard who writes has felt it^ 
The bolt that strikes thj dome, Saint Faal, 
Sweeps o*er the cobler in his stall^^ 

And leaves his wax tuimelted. 

When caution's doublet cloaks the breast, 
We feir the woirst, we hope the best ; 

Last Wednesday seem'd a dry day, 
But JoYe pourM down a waterfall 
That spoilt .our party to Vauxhall ; 

What then ?— We went on Friday ! 

Would you Contentments bower approj^li, 
Walk, or when cloudy, call a coach ; 

When Sirius rages, boat it ; 
When quizzers roast you, silent sit ; 
And when admirers hail your wit, 

Suspect Joe Miller wrote it. 



4 
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ODE XI. 

The QUIDNUNC. 

QM balicant Gaoteber H atjOtet. 

CiASE, cease, my dear Harry , to trouble your] 
brain, 

-With Spain and her heroes to liberty true ; 
Napoleon must cut off an arm of the main^ 

Ere he, or his armsi can giye trouble to y#a« 

Our youth, like a rainbow, soon loses its charms. 
And with it life's flattering colours are gone ; 

Soft sleep, love, and pleasure, are scared from our 
arms. 
As age on his cratches comes tottering on^ 
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Tbt spring and its roses- soon bend to the blasts 
The moon fades away, leaving darkness behind ; 

Shice nature will change, whj should misery last. 
Or care and his legions bedevil our mind ? 

Dear Hal, if thou loT*st me^ (as Palstaff would say) 
Let carking old care be invaulted below ; 

And if he will rise when you wish to be gay, 

Bid liim bring you a bottle of Chatrau-Margoud. 

Then let him, when Bacchus and pleasure combine 
To banish the woes of this whirligig world, 

Like Clarence obtain his quietus in wine ; 
Wtihin the Red Sea, let his spirit be horl'd. 

The driskers of water are drunkards* not we, 
jfritton men Udor'i an adage for swine ; 

For pvi's Hke a beast tippling water, aad he 
Must be drunk as a beast who refuses his ^ine. 

Let Laura, the lovely enchantress,' appear, 

. Aad breathe to lier harp the effusiona of Msoie : 
Enjoying these transports, oh, what should we fear, 
While wit oaa exalt us, or beauty allvre f 
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Then cease, my dear Qutdnanc, to groan at the news. 
Nor mourn o*er the records of national sorrow. 

But if 70U must stndjr, oh study to lose, 

In this day's enjoyment the thought of to-morroir. 
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ODE XII. 

MISS PUFF. 

Kolif loDgaferc bella Nnnuuitis. 

To Horace in Home. 

Immortal Flaccus, on mj soul, 
Well might 70a think it passing droll, 

Were I to start the riyal of yonr glory; 
Ape in my odes your playful verse, 
Affect your satire, keen and terse, 

Or grace with kings and cluefs my classic story ! 

I 
You, mighty minstrel, are at home 

Channting the civil wars of Rome, 

The praises of Augustus or Maecenas : 
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My hamble Muse in London tells. 
Of ciTil wars 'twixt beaus and belles. 
Or burns for thee, Miss Paff, the City Yeteos. 

That eye I sing, whose ambush-play 

Kills wliile it looks another way, 
That voice so true to false and vulgar grammar^ 

That breast I know not where to find, 

That graceful curvature behind, 
That wealth her father conquer'd with Ids ham* 
mer. 

When at my Lord Mayor's ball she dines, 
In gold and carving how she shines, 

Or like an Ignis Faiuus cuts her capers ! 
Ah me ! in vain I look and sigh, 
Some fool will own that goosberry eye. 

And make her gold a nostrum for the vapours. 

Tho' now in Laurence-Pountney.Lane, 
The cruel Syren holds her reign, 
Unseen, unnotic'd, through her spattered case- 
ment, 
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Soon blazing fortb in RumvU Square^ 
The gilded monster shall be there, 
A fruitful theme of laaghter and amaiement. 
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ODE XIII. 



The STOCK JOBBERS LAMENT. 



llle e( aefasto te posuit die. 



O FATAL Omttiani, wicked was his noddle^ 
^¥ho first created (omen of ill luck) 

Thee, doomed to make thj holder almost waddle, 
And turn a green Goose, to a limping Dnck. 

Napoleok, who with me has play*d the ])e?ii) 
Has doubtless acted it with many more. 

In midnight massacres disposed to revel. 
Or poison soldiers up<m Jaffa's shore. 

All other crimes I could forgive thee, Boney, 
But this exceeds the blackest in degree ; 

'Tis murderous sacrilege to ti^e my money. 
For money is both life and soul to me. 



H« 
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IVe cannot all of us be always winners, 

Bulls will hold on when markets mock their art ; 

And disappointed Bears, tho' canning sinners. 
Sometimes hold off, when prices upward start* 

Fortune takes one behind her on a pillion ; 

Another whom to-daj she tumbles down, 
To morrow, she may bless with half a million, 

And leave the first with scarcely half a crown. 

How narrow my escape from utter ruin ! 
' On the black board I thought to see my name, 
Where every sneering brother Bull or Bruin, 
Might read at once my losses and my shame. 

There future Ducks who in hot water dabble, 
Chatter of leagues and wars in sounds confused : 

Others of Long Annuities will gabble, 
Or prate of my appropriate Fun d i Reduced. 

But what a sudden truce to their debating, 
When the commissioners are served with stock ! 

Then Bulls and Bears, no more each other baiting^ 
Round a new pivot clamorously flock. 
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Three headed Cerberus stands mute with wonder, 
To find his roar exceU'd by human tongues, 

With lifted hands, all bellowing like thunder, 
A fleet of fingers in a storm of lungs. 

Rise from the shades, old Orpheus, with thy fiddle, 
To quell this row among the biped cattle ; 

Bid Bulls with dancing Bears lead down* the middle. 
So shall their tongues and heels in concert rattl#. 
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ODE XIV. 



£hcii I fagace«» Posthnme, PotChnme. 



To any Great Man, 

Au me ! on his wide*waTing pinions^ 
Time carries us on daj bj day. 

And downwards to Pluto's dominion^ 
We mortals are posting away. 

Not Huntingdon J cleansed from his errors^ 

And dubb'd by diploma S. S. 
Has yet taught the monarch of terrors 

To dine on one mouthful the less. 

Sage Solomon*s Gilead potion 
No chronic disease can assuage ; 

O Gowlandj how vain is thy lotion. 
To blot out the wrinkles of age I 
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Whole ieeatombSf Taioljr we proffer 
To hell's unappeasable chief| 

Old Ir<m.dieek laughs at the offer, 
And swallows down us and our beef ! 

We all in one pinnace are rowing, 
The haven we seek is the grate ; 

The Stygian wsters are flowing, 
Alike for the monarch and slave* 

We shun the rude billows of Ocean, 
We shrink from the wind and the rain^ 

We flj from the battle's commotion, 
And dodge the grim seijeant in Tain. 

The bourn we have all such a dread of 
We quickly must visit below^ 

And talk with the heroes we read of 
In Li/ttUtony Ludany and Rowe* 

Good bye to your farm and your stables. 
Farewell to your lireried train; 

Your well.jointur*d widow in sables, 
Shall mourn like the twice mated Dant. 
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* 

That nodding plantadon to-monrow . i 

For some other owner shall bloom. 

The yew tree alone in mute sorrow 
Shall sullenly ware o'er yoor tomb. 

This house, when it boasts a new dweller^ 
' Shall bid thrifty prudence farewell ; 
Vour son', with the keys^ of the ceOar, 
Shall tinkle your funeral knell. 

Your claret shall flow like a riveri 

Your old bottled port set «drift, 
Shall drown every thought of the ghrer 

In frollcksome loye of the gift. 
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ODi: XV. 



NEW BUILDINGS. 



Jam pancaaratro jugerft regia* 



Sautt George*s Fields are fields no more. 

The trowel supersedes the plough ; 
Huge inundated swamps of yore, 
• Are changed to civic villas now. 

The builder's plank, the masion's hod, 
' Wide, and more wide extending stilly 
Usurp the violated sod. 
From- Lambeth Marth, to Balaam Hill. 

Pert poplars, yew trees, water tubs. 
No more at Clapkam meet the eye, 

But yelvet lawns, Acadan shrubs. 
With perfume greet the paster by. 

H 5 
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Thy carpets, Persia, deck onr floors, 
Chintz curtains shade the polished pane, 

Virandas guard the darkened doors, 
Where dunning Phoebus knocks in Tain* 

Not thus acquir'd was Gresham's hoard, 
Who founded London's mart of trade ; 

Not such thy life. Grimalkin's lord, 
Who Bow*s recalling peal obey'd. 

In Mark or Mincing Lane confin*d, 
In cheerful toil they jwss'd the hours ; 

Twas theirs to leave their wealth behind, 
To laTish> while we live, is ours. 

They gave no treats to thankless kings ; 

Many their gains, their wants were few; 
They built no house with spacious wings. 

To give their riches pinions too. 

Yet sometimes leaving in the lurch 

Sours, to luxurious folly prone. 
Their funds rebuilt the parbh church^— 

Oh { pi«us w;aste, to us unluiowa. 



i. 
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We from our circle nerer roam, 
Nor ape our sires* eccentric sios ; 

Our (^harity begins at home, 
And mostly ends where it begins. 
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ODE XVL 

fVIT ON THE WING. 

Otinm DiTOs rogat in pateaCi. 

To George Colman the Younger. 

1 HE youth, from his indenhires fr^ed^ 
Who monnts^ astride the winged steed^ 

The muses* hunt to follow ; 
With terror eyes the yawning pit, 
And for a modicum of wit 

Petitions great Apollo* 



For wit the quarto-building wight 

InTokes the Gods ; the jilt in spite f 

Eludes the nuin of letters. t 

Wit thro' the wire. wore margin glides^ 
And all the gilded pomp derides 

Of red morocco fetters. 



I 
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Vain is the smart port-folio set, 
The costly iaic stand, black as jet. 

The desk of polish'd lerel ; 
The welUshora pens to use at will :— 
Th no great task to 'cut a quill- 
To cut a joke's the deyil t 



Happjy for mral business fit, 
Who merelT* tills his mother wit, 

In humble life he settles; 
UnskiliM in repartee to shine. 
He ne'er exclaims, '* descend, ye nineT* 

But when he plays at skittles. 



They who neglect their proper home 
To dig for ore in Greece or Rome, 

• Are poor Quixotic Vandals; 
'Twas well enough in needy Goths^ 
But why should we, lilte foolish mathS| 
Buas round the Roman caadlea I 
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Care swarms in rirers, ro«d4» and bogs, 
It's plagues spriog up Uke Pharaoh's frogs^ 

Too numerous to bur|r ; 
It rouBS thraogh liOndon streets at large, | 

And now bestrides a Lord Mayor's biirge^ 

And now a Yauxhall wher rj* 



The man who no rertigo fbelsi 

When borne aloft oa Fortune's wheelsp 

But at their motion titter^ ; 
Pifying the sons of care and strife, 
Enjoys the present sweets of life, 

Nor heeds \i» futare bitterSt 



Poor Tobin died, alas! too sooUi 
Ere wiHi chaste raj his HoMif Moon 

Had shone to glad the nation i 
Odiers, I will pot mentipn who, 
For many a year may (enir^ noH9) 

Outlive their own dli«watiw« 
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Who creep in prose, or soar ia rhyme, 
Alike must bow the knee to Time, 

From Masunger to Marphy ; 
And all who flit on Lethe's brink, 
Too weak to swim, alas ! must sink^ 

From DaFenimt to Durfey, 



Tonr riral muses, like two wives, 
Assail jour pate, and while each strires 

To win yon to her quarrel. 
Like Garrick paintied by Sir Jos, 
Yon stand between them, at a loss 

On which to weare the laurel. 



My Muse is of the ostrich sort. 
Her eggs of fortune's gale the sport. 

She in the sand conceals 'em : 
By no intrusite wanderer found. 
Till watchman Phcebus walks his ronndi 

And with his lamp reveals 'em. 
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But should the god's reTealing ray 
Destroy her fragile web to-day, . 

Shell spin again to morrow ; 
These trifles ne'er her mind annoy, 
"Who nerer knew a parent's joy, 

Ne'er felt a parent's sorrow. 



**■! 
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ODE XVII. 

PENNY WISE AND POUND 
FOOLISH. 

. Cur me querelis exanimas tuis« 

Why plague me to death with your sighs ? 

Why mope jrou thus froward and mulish? 
Your Brother, your friend Penntwise 

Will never surriTe his Poundfooush. 

You lose in adventure your gold, 

Whilst I half commissions am rich in ; 

I freeze in the parlour with cold, 
You waste all the coals in the kitchen. 

So firm our affection, so true, 
So constant, or losing or winning, 

The blow that demolishes you 

Will set all my farthings a spinning. 
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How complex the purse we have span ! 

If e'er Liber alitt sever 
The close twisted thread of the one, 

The other is ruin'd for ever. 

If fever assail me, for thee 

Dog cheap with the evil I'll wrestle ; 
111 spam Doctor Bailey to fee 

Some second rate knight of the pestle* 

Our'modier, high wages to save, 

Engaged for a nurse a cheap dawdle^ 

Who hurried her off to the grave, 
By giving her gmel for cawdle. 

When O. P.s set up a hubbub. 

We did not each other as foes treat, 

I pack'd off the );»eefeater's club, 
And you raised the pillars in Bow Street. 

Last week I bespoke me a hearse, 
' Self Interest whisper'd-^Self murder ; 
But Avarice lurk'd in my purse, 
And, lucky escape ! overheard hf r. 
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Our bed is a second«hand tent; 

Away with the cushions of comfort I 
Do you daub the house with cement, 

And I'll burn a coal to Count Rumford* 
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ODE XVIII. 

THE UNJNSWERJBLE QUERY. 



Non ebar, ncqve ftnream. 

Sage ejephant, thou'rt safe^I hold 
No iToijy save one tooth.pick case. 

My paper boasts no edge of gold ; 
M J stationer is Henry Hate, 

My stucco is of Gallic grej, 
My cornices from gilt are free ; 

My pillars spurn the gaudy sway 
Of antichristian porphyry. 

I boast no heaps of sordid g^in, 

No plundered heirs my fraud bemoan ; 

I bear no golden fleece from Spain, 
To patch a Joseph of my own. 
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Yet honour and the liberal arts 

To Fa8hion*s dome my steps invite ; 

And when the God of Day departs, 
I kiss the Muse by Dian's light. 

Through life's low Tale I take my way, 
From wealthy friends no wealth I borrow. 

Content, to see the passing day 
So used as not to mar the morrow* 

Whilst Avarice coants his bags of gold, 
And Mammon's dome salates the sight. 

New moons succeed the waning old, • 
Day urges day with ceaseless flight* 

See towering o*er Threetdneedh Street 

A mausoleum, rais'd by Soane, 
Where dutiful directors meet, 

Thy loss, dead bullion, to bemoan* 

The mansion swells behind, before, 
Old Lothburif laments in vain : 

The saint who lost his dun of yore, 
Now mourns the loss of half his lane. 



166 H0&AC2 IK LOKDOK. BOOK If. 

Oh ! nj what neans this deafening difii 
A thousand Babel roices shoot ; 

Bears leagned with bulls rash roaring in. 
And iimpiog lame ducks waddle out. 

Hence specnlatton upward springs, 
Nor heeds the law that rules the ball^ 

Who mounts aloft on paper wings, 
But mounts, liice Icarus, to fall. 

Earth labours with a motley freight. 
From Gallia's king to Afric's slare; 

But soon or late impartial fate 
Bestows on all an equal grare. 

To l>ear poor souls to Pinto's tribe. 
One doit is Charon's modest gain,** 

Ten thousand pounds will never bribe 
The rogue to row us back again ! 

In earth our splendour to enshrine. 

Like sightless moles, we downward toil ; 

For this, pale Avarice digs the mine. 
And ruddy Labour ploughs the soil. 






ODE XVII r. UNANSWERABLE aUBHT. 107 



Ye inonarcbs, doom'd at last ta die^ 
Where now is all your golden store ? 

Where now— but, if you won't reply, 
'Twere waste of words to ask you more. 



1<S8 HORACE IK LONDON. BOOK J I. 



ODE XIX. 



COBBETT. 



Bacchum in remotif cannioa rnpibtts. 

VT HERE halts tbe Richmond coach to bait, 
With ears erect and mouth dilate, 

(Believe it future ages) 
I saw the Naiads quit the Thames, 
Fishers their nets, and boys their games, 

To dive in Cobbett*s pages. 

Cobbett, huzza ! I burn ! I raTe I 
Jjaws, locks, and Lincoln gaol 1 brare ; 

Spare, Anarch loT*d yet dreaded, 
The bard who haib you tumult's god, 
And lauds your pen, like Hermes' rod, 

Gall-tipp'd and serpent-headed. 
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With yours, his own, tad Hdnw Tooke't longiiet^ 
The Baronet's exhaostless longs, 

The dog of hell outwarhle : 
While you his Gorgon Tipers wlsld, 
Back on yonr master turn the shield. 

And change his heart to narblew 

The cai ol* nin^ imUt yon abase, 
And billingsgate each classic mase ; 

Henceforth another omt get : 
The assailant now tiie Nine assadi, 
Each niQse contrihsiting a tMy 

To whip yon into Newgate* 

When Jacobins, in reason's trance, 
Ruled, mob on mob, deyoted France^ 

Reacting on reaction ; 
Yon baffled, tooth and nail for law^ 
And hid beneath the lion's paw, 

The cloTen foot of faction. 
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Ilail^ BoQey Bifrons ! sinuous eel ! 
How shall the Mui|e your course reyeal ? 

In what Pindarics word it ? 
Round like a weathercock you flit, 
As interest ye^rs, now puffing Pitt, 

And now inflating Burdett. 

E'en Windham, chiyalroua no more, 
In your hot water di^'d his oar, 

And let your torrent tarn him ; 
He hymn'd your ,worth, your virto^s sung. 
And lick'dy with metjiphysip tongue, 

The foot ordaio'd to spurn him. 



\i 
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GDE XX. 

THE LYRICAL LACKEY. 

Non aritat^ nee tenui ferar* 

Stand clear ! and let a poet flj : 
On this wing lyric, 
. That satjric, 
111 mount, like Garnerin, t&e sky, 

Nor mope in Grab Street garret : 
Though lowly bom, 111 fear discard,. 
My polish'd odes 
To gay abodeS' 
Shall bowL^ne^ like a merry bard, 
To sing and tipple claret. 
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Enroird among the black leg race, 

No longer man, 

A milk-white swan, 
Aloft my airy course I trace, 

And moant o'er London city— 
On wings of foolscap, wire-wove, glaz'd, 

Thro* margin wide. 

Serene I glide^ 
Whilst long.ear'd citizens amazed. 
Cry " braro" at my ditty. 

Trotting thro* Pindns flow'ry path, 
la waltae«, iwela, 
111 sliak« my heels, 
ni dip at Brighton, s^ at Bath, 
And doff ray tnit ol flablet«-i» 
Tall Titlly of a Spottdng Chili, 
III mimie Pitt 
In all but wit, 
And cnt the Diogmie tab, 
For jiiaumdrmt iablM. 



ODE XX. THE LYRICAL LACKET. IJS 

Tho' all the while my proper lelf 

Ib snug at home, 

My pen shall roam 
A modish tour id qaest of pelf. 
And scorning critic cavils, 
I»ll Tisit Egypt, Florence, Greece, 

And then return, 

Thro' Basle and Berne, 
The London Booksellers to fleece. 
And sell John Bull my trayels. 

Of epics, I'll compose B.few; 

The Tile rerleirs, 

I'll ne'er peruse ; 
I'll edit bards I never knew : 

111 catch at all commissions : 
Like Harlequin, tho' far more plnmp^ 

My tricks I'll play, 

Then hey • away ! 
Bounce at a single leap, 111 jump 
Thro» half a score editiona ! 
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JOHN MILLER, 
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1. 

In one VoL Foohcap Svo. price 4s. 6d, Bds» 
REJECTED ADDRESSES, or the NEW THE. 
ATRUM POET ARUM, with the Initials of the 
Authors' Names. 

M Fired that the House r^'ect him— 'Sdeath I HI pfkd it, 
*< And ihame the Fools I** Pops. 

In one VoL Foolscap Svo. hotpressed. 

HORACE IN LONDON, consisting of Imita- 
tions OF THB FIRST TWO BoOKS OF THB ODES 

of HORACE, by the Authors of Rejected Ad- 
dresses, or the New Theatrvm Poetarum. 



